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To  the  moft  Illuftrious  Princefs 


DUTCHESS 

O  F 


May  it  pleafe  your  Grace , 

He  favourable  Reception  my  Imperti- 
nen  ts  found  from  your  Excellent  Lord , 
and  my  Noble  Patron ,  and  the  great 
rneicy  your  Grace  has  for  all  offenders 
of  this  find  ,  have  made  meprefume 
humbly  to  lay  this  Comedy  at  your 
feet :  for  none  can  better  than  your 
Gra  ce,preteSl  this  mangled Jrerfecntcd Flay  from  the  fury  of 
its  Enemies  and  Detrattorspwho  by  your  admirable  Endow¬ 
ments  of  Nature  and  Art ,  have  made  all  Mankind  your 
Friends  and  Admirers.  You  have  not  been  content  onely  to  • 
fur  mount  all  your  own  Sex  in  the  excellent  Qualities  of  a 
Lacly  and  a  Wifefbut  you  mttjl  overcome  all  ours  in  wit  and 
under  fan  cling.  All  our  Sex  have  reafon  to  envy  you  ,  and ! 
your  own  to  be  proud  of  you, which  by  you  hay>e  obtained  an  ; 
ahjolnte  ViSlory  over  us.  It  were  a  vain  thing  in  me  to  > 
endeavour  to  commend  thofe  excellent  Pieces  that  have 
fallen  from  your  Graces  Pen  ,  fince  all  the  World  does. 

Audi 


me  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 


And  this  is  not  intended  for  a  P anegyricl^ ,  but  a  Dedica¬ 
tion  ,  which  I  humbly  deftre  your  Grace  to  pardon. 

The  Play  was  intended  a  Satyr  againji  Vice  and  F oily  y 
and  to  whom  is  it  more  properly  to  be  prefented  than  to 
your  Grace  ?  who  are ,  above  all  your  Sex ,  fo  eminent  in 
Wit  and  Vertue.  I  have  been  more  obliged  by  my  Lord 
Duke  than  by  any  man ,  and  to  whom  can  I Jhew  my  gra¬ 
titude  better  than  to  your  Grace,  that  are  fo  excellent  a 
part  of  him  ?  But  Madam ,  this  trifle  of  mine  is  a  very 
unfuitable  return  io  be  made  for  bis  favours  and  the  No¬ 
ble  Prefent  of  all  your  excellent  Books.  But  I  hope  your 
Grace  will  forgive  me  ,  when  you  confider  ,  that  the  Inte- 
refl  of  all  Poets  is  to  fly  for  protection  to  VV elbecke  , 
which  will  neyer  fail  to  be  their  SanBuary ,  fo  long  as  there 
yon  are  p  leafed fo  nobly  to  patronise  Poe  fie  ,  and fo  happily 
praEtife  it.  Tbit  will  fill  be  the  onely  place  where  they 
will  find  encouragement  that  do  well ,  and  pardon  that  do 
ill  }  and  of  the  latter  of  fbefe  no  man  has  more  need 
than 


Madam , 


i 


Your  Graces 

Moft  humble  and  obedient 
Servant 


T  H  o.  Shadwell, 
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t~' ' n  Play  (befides  the  Errors  in  the  writing  of  it) 

I  cam;  upon  the  Stage  with  all  the  difadvantagcs 

§s  imaginable:  Firft,  I  was  forced,  after  I  had  finifh’d 

it,  to  blot  out  the  main  defign  of  it  *  finding,that, 
contrary  to  my  intention.it  had  given  offence.  The 
fecond  difad  vantage  was,  thatnotwithftanding  I  had  (to  the  great 
prejudice  of  the  Play  )  given  fatisfadion  to  all  the  exceptions 
made  againft  it ,  it  met  with  the  clamorous  oppoficion  of  a  nume¬ 
rous  party ,  bandied  againft  it ,  and  refolved ,  as  much  as  they 
could  to  damn  it  right  or  wrong  ,  before  they  had  heard  or  feen  a 
wordon’e.  The  laft,and  not  the leaft,was,  that  the  Attors  (though 
fince  they  have  done  me  fome  right)  at  firft  were  extreamly  imper- 
fedinthe  Adionof  it.  The  lead  of  thtfe  had  been  enough  to 
have  fpoil’d  a  very  good  Comedy ,  rr  uch  more  fuch  a  one  as  mine. 
Thelaft  (viz.)  imperfed  Adion ,  had  like  to  have  deftroy  d  She 
nouldif  [he  could,  which  I  think  (and  I  have  the  Authority  of 
fome  of  the  btft  Judges  in  £»£/.<»</ for’t)  isthebeft  Comedy  that 
has  been  written  fince  the  Reftauratton  of  the  Stage :  And  even 
that,  for  the imperfed representation  of  it  atfiift,  received  fuch 
prejudice,  that,  had  it  not  been  for  the  favour  of  the  Court ,  in  all 
probability  it  had  never  got  up  again  $  and  it  fuffers  for  it ,  in  a 
great  meafure ,  to  this  very  day.  This  of  mine ,  after  all  thefe 
blows ,  had  fallen  beyond  redemption ,  had  it  not  been  revived, 
after  the  fecond  day ,  by  her  kindmfs  (which  I  can  never  enough 
acknowledge)  who,  for  four  days  together ,  beautified  it  with  the 
moft  excellent  Dancing}  that  ever  has  been  feen  upon  the  Stage. 
This  drew  my  enemies,  as  weir  as  friends,  till  it  was  fomething. 
better  aded,  underflood,  and  liked,  than  at  fir  A :  By  this  means  the 
poor  Play’s  life  was  prolonged,  and,  I  hope,  will  live  in  fpight  of 
Malice ;  if  not  upon  the  Stage ,  at  leaft  in  Print. 


Yec 
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Yet  do  not  think  I  will  defend  all  the  faults  of  it :  B  fore*  it  was 
alter’d ,  I  could  better  have  anfwer’d  for  it :  yet,  as  it  is,  I  hope  it 
will  not  wholly  difpleafe  you  in  the  reading.  I  fhould  not  fay  fo 
much  for  it,  if  I  did  not  find  fo  much  undeferved  malice  againft 

ic.  _  ,  a 

My  defignwasinit,  to  reprehend  fotne  of  the  Vices  and  Follies 
of  the  Age,  which  I  take  to  be  t  he  moft  proper,  and  moil  ufeful 
way  of  writing  Comedy.  If  I  do  not  pertorm  this  well  enough, 
let  not  my  endeavors  be  blam’d. 

Here  I  muft  take  leave  to  diflfent  from  thofe ,  who  feem  to  infi- 
nuate  that  the  ultimate  end  of  a  Poet  is  to  delight,  without  cor- 
redlion  or  inftru&ion  :  Methinksa  Poet  (hould  never  acknowledge 
this,  for  it  makes  him  of  as  little  ufeto  Mankind  as  a  Fidler,  pr 
Dancing  Matter,  who  delights  the  fancy  onely,  without  improving 
the  Judgement. 

Horace,  thebeft  Judge  of  Poetry,  found  other  bufinefs  for  a 
Poet 

Pe5l:<s  praceptis  format  arnicis , 

.  Jfperitatis  &  Invidix,  cor  reel  or,  &  irx, 

Recle  facia  refert,orientia  tempora  not  is 
In  fruit  Exemplis  : 

I  confeft  a  Poet  ought  to  do  all  that  he  can ,  decently  to  pleafe, 
that  fo  he  may  inftiud.  To  adorn  his  Images  of  Venue  fo  de¬ 
lightfully  to  affedl  people  with  a  fecret  veneration  of  it  in  others, 
and  an  emulation  to  practice  it  in  themfelves :  And  to  render  their' 
Figures  of  Vicezn&Folli  fo  ugly  and  aeteftable  ,  to  makepeople 
hate  and  defpife  them  ,  not  onely  in  others ,  but  (if  it  he  polfible) 
in  their  dear  felves.  And  in  this  lattei  I  think  Comedy  more  ufe- 
ful  than  Tragedy  •,  becaufe  the  Vices  and  Follies  in  Courts  (as  they 
are  too  tender  to  be  touch'd)  fo  they  concern  but  a  few ;  whereas 
the  Cheats,  Villanies,  and  troublefome  Follies  ,  in  the  common 
converfation  of  the  World ,  are  of  concernment  to  all  the  Body  of 
Mankind. 

And  a  Poet  can  no  more  juftly  be  cenfured  for  ill  nature ,  in  de- 
tefting  fuch  Knaveries ,  and  troublefome  impertinencies ,  as  are  an 
:mpofition  on  all  good  men,  and  a  difturbance  of  Societies  in  ge¬ 
neral, 


fteral ,  than  the  molt  vigilant  of  our  Judges  can  be  thought  (o,  for 
detefting  Robbers  and  High- way-  men ;  who  are  hanged ,  not  for 
the  fake  of  the  money  they  take  ('for  of  what  value  can  that  be 
to  the  life  of  aman)  but  for  interrupting  common  communicati¬ 
on  ,  and  difturbir  g  Society  in  general.  For  the  fake  of  good  men 
ill  (hould  be  puniflied ;  and  ’tis  ill  nature  to  the  firft,  not  to  punifli 
the  laft.  A  man  cannot  truly  love  a  good  man ,  that  does  noc 
hateabadone?  noraWifeman,  that  does  not  hate  a  Fool?  this 
love  and  hatred  are  correlatives ,  and  the  one  neceflarily  implies 
the  other.  I  muQ  confefs  it  were  ill  nature,  and  below  aman, 
to  fall  upon  the  natural  imperfedlions  of  men,  as  of  Lunaticks, 
ldeots,or  men  born  monrtrous,  Eut  thefe  can  never  be  made 
t  he  proper  fubjed  of  a  Satyr,  but  the  affedled  vanities,  and  arti¬ 
ficial  fopperies  of  men  ,  which  (fometimes  even  contrary  to 
their  natures)  they  take  pains  to  acquire,  are  the  proper  fubjeft 
of  a  Satyr. 

And  for  the  reformation  of  Fopps  and  Knaves ,  I  think  Come¬ 
dy  moftufefui,  becaufe  to  render  Vices  and  Fopperies  very  ridicu¬ 
lous,  is  much  a  greater  punilhmenc  than  Tragedy  can  irfl  dl  upon 
’em.  There  we  do  but  fubjett  'em  to  hatred,  or  at  worft  to  death; 
here  we  make  them  live  to  be  defpifcd  and  laugh'd  at ,  which  cer¬ 
tainly  makes  more  impreflion  upon  men,  than  even  death  can  do. 

Again,  I  confefs  a  Poet  ought  to  endeavour  to  pleafe ,  and  by 
this  way  of  writing  may  pleafe ,  as  well  as  by  any  way  whatfoever, 
(if  he  writes  it  well)  when  he  does 

Simuldr  tfucunda  dr  idontA  dicer c  vit*. 

Men  of  Wit  and  Honour,  and  the  belt  Judges  (and  fuch  as  can¬ 
not  be  touch’d  by  Satyr  J  are  extreamly  delighted  with  it ;  and  foe 
the  reft 

oil  frefanum  vulgus  dr  Arcee, 

The  rabble  of  little  people,  are  more  pleas’d  with  $*ck  Pad¬ 
dings  being  foundly  kick’d,  or  having  a  Cuftard  handfomely 
thrown  in  his  face ,  than  with  all  the  wit  in  Plays:  and  the  higher 

a  foes 
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fort  of  Rabble  (as  there  may  be  a  rabble  of  very  fine  people  in  this 
illiterate  age)  are  more  pleafed  with  the  extravagant  and  unnatural 
actions,  the  trifles,  and  fripperies  of  a  Play,  or  the  trappings  and 
ornaments  of  Nonfenfe  ,  than  with  all  the  wit  in  the  world. 

This  is  one  reafon  why  we  put  our  Fopps  into  extravagant,  and 
unnatural  habits-,  it  being  a  cheap  way  of  conforming  to  the  urn 
dei {landing  of  thofe  brisk,  gay  Sparks,  that  judge  of  Wit  or  Folly 
by  the  Habit-,  that  being  indeed  theonelymeafure  they  can  take 
in  judging  of  Mankind  ,  who  are  Criticksin  nothing  but  a  Drefs. 

Ext,-3o  dinary  pleafare  was  taken  of  old ,  in  the  Habits  of  the 
Adtors,  without  reference  to  fenfe,  which  Horace  obferves,  and 
reprehends  in  his  Epiftle  to  Augu/lus 

Garganum ntugire putes  nemus,  aut  MareTufcum , 

Tanto cum  flrepitu  ludi fpeftantur,  dr  Artec, 

Divitiaque  peregrtna,quibus  obi  it  us  after, 

Cum  fret  it  in  [cem  cencurrit  dexter a  Lava, 

Dixit  adhuc  alt  quid !  nil  Jane,  quid  placet  ergot 

But  for  a  Poet  to  think  ("without  wit  or  good  humor,  under 
fuch  a  Habit)  to  pleafe  men  of  fenfe ,  is  a  preemption  inexcufa- 
b'e.  If  I  be  guilty  of  this,  it  is  an  error-of  my  under/landing,  not 
of  my  wi  l.  But  I  challenge  the  mod  clamorous  and  violent  of 
my  Enemies  (who  would  have  the  Town  f  elieve  that  every  thing- 
I  write,  is  too nea  ly  reflecting  upon  perfons)  toaccufeme,  with 
truth,  of  reprefenting  the  real  adtidfts,or  ufing  the  peculiar,  affect* 
cd  phrafes,  or  manner  of  fpeech  of  any  one  particular  Man,  or 
Woman  living. 

I  cannot  indeed  create  a  new  Lauguage,  but  the  Phantaftick 
Phrafes,  ufed  in  any  Play  of  mine,  are  not  appropriate  to  any  one 
Fop ,  but  applicable  to  many. 

Good  men,  and  men  of  ftnee,  can  never  be  reprefentea  but  to 
their  advantage,  nor  can  theCharadfers  of  Fools  Knaves,  Whores, 
or  Cowards  (who  are  the  peop’e  Ideal  mod  w  thin  Comedies) 
concern  any  that  are  not  eminently  fo  :  Nor  will  any  apply  to 
themfelves  what  I  write  in  th;s  kind ,  that  have  but  the  wit,  or  ho- 
nefty,  to  think  tolerably  well  of.  themfelves.. 


But 
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But  it  has  been  objected ,  that  good  men  j  and  men  of  fence  e- 
nough,  may  have  blind- fides  ,  that  are  liable  to  reprehenfion, 
and  that  fuch  men  fliould  be  reprefented  upon  a  Stage,  is  intol- 
lerable. 

'Tis  true,  excellent  men  may  have  errors  ,  hut  they  3re  not 
known  by  them,  but  by  their  excellencies :  their  prudence  over¬ 
comes  all  grofs  follies,  or  conceals  the  lefs  vanities,  that  are  una¬ 
voidable  Concomitants  of  humane  nature ;  or  if  fome  little  errors 
do  efcape  ’em .  and  are  known ,  they  are  the  leaft  part  of  thofe 
•men  ,  and  they  are  not  diftinguifhed  in  the  world  by  them,  but 
by  their  perfections  •,  fothat  (if  fuch  blind- fides  ,  or  errors  bere- 
refented)  they  do  not  reflect  upon  them  ,  but  upon  fuch  on  whom 
thefe  are  p  edominant  *,  and  that  receive  fuch  a  Biafs  from  ’em, 
that  it  turns  ’em  wholly  from  the  wayes  of  Wifdom  or  Mora¬ 
lity. 

And,  even  this  reprefentation,  does  not  reflect  upon  any  parti¬ 
cular  man  ,  but  upon  very  many  of  the  fame  kind  :  For  if  a  man 
fliould  bring  fuch  a  humor  upon  the  Stage  (if  there  be  fuch  a 
humor  in  the  world)  as  onely  belongs  to  one,  or  two  perfons ,  it 
would  not  be  understood  by  the  Audience,  but  would  bethought 
(for  the  Angularity  of  it)  wholly  unnatural,  and  would  be  no 
jeft  to  them  neither. 

But  I  have  had  the  fortune  to  have  had  a  general  humor  fin  a 
Plav  of  mine)  applied  to  three,  or  four  men  f  wbofe  perfons 
1  neverfavv ,  or  humors  ever-heard  of )  till  the  Play  was  adfed. 

As  long  as-men  wreft  the  Writings  of  Poets  to  their  own  cor¬ 
rupted  fenfe,  and  with  their  Clamors  prevailcoo,  yon  muff  ne¬ 
ver  look  for  a  good  Comedy  of  Humor,  for  a  humor  (being  thq 
reprefentation  of  fome  extravagance  of  Mankind)  cannot  but  in 
fome  thing  refemble  fome  man,  or  other,  out  ismonfirous,  and 
unnatural.  . " 

After  this  reflraint  upon  Poets,  there  is  little  fcopeJeft,  ^un^ 
lefs  we  retrieve  the  exploded  Barbarifmes  of  Fool,  Devd ,  Giant/ 
orMonfter,  or  tranflate  French  Farces ,  which,  with, all  the  wit  of 
the  Englifh ,  added  to  them,  can  fcarce  be  made  tol'erab'e.  ■  ill 

Mr.  tfohnjon-,  1  believe,  was  very  unjuftly  taxed  fpr  perfonating 
particular  men ,  but  it  will  ever  be  the  fate  of  them,  that  \w?i'-«il 

a  a  the 
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the  humors  of  the  Town ,  efpecially  in  a  foolifli ,  and  vicious  Age.. 
Pardon  me  [Reader")  that  I  name  him  in  the  fame  page  with  my. 
felf  *  who  pretend  to  nothing  more ,  than  to  joyn  wit  h  all  men  of 
fenfe  and  learning  in  admiration  of  him  ?  which,  I  think,  f  do  not 
outof  a  trueunderftandingof  him  i  and  for  this  I  cannot  but  value 
my  felf.  Yet,  by  extolling  his  way  of  writing,  I  would  not  in(r* 
nuate  to  you  that  I  can  pra&ife  it ;  though  F  would  if  I  could  ,  a 
thoufand  times  fooner  than  any  mans. 

And  here  I  muftmake  a  little  digrefsron  and  take  liberty  to 
diffent  from  my  particular  friend  ,  for  whom  I  have  a  very  great* 
refpect ,.  and  whofe  Writings  I  extreamly  admire ;  and  though  1 
will  not  fay  his  is  the  beft  way  of  writing,  yer,  I  amfure,  his  man¬ 
ner  of  writing  it  is  much  the  beft  that  ever  was.  And  fmay  fay 
of  him,  aswasfaidof  a  Celebrated  Poet,  c<*i  unquam  Pott  arum 
magts  proprtumfuit  jubito  zflro  incalefcere  ?  uln  incaluit,  for¬ 

tius  ,  &  fxlicius  debacchatur.  His  Verfe  is  fmoother  and  deeper, 
his  thoughts  more  quick  and  furprifing,  his  raptures  more  mettled 
and  higher;  and  he  has  more  of  that  in  his  writing,  which  Plate 
calls  acafeptx  fj.a.vixr  ,  than  any  other  Heroick  Poet.  And 
thofe  who  (hall  go  about  to  imitate  him ,  will  be  found  to  flutter, 
and  make  a  noife ,  but  never  rife.  Yet  ( after  all  this  )  I  can- 
not  think  it  impudence  in  him  ,  or  any  man  to  endeavour  to 
imitate  Mr.  fohnfsn ,  whom  heconfefles  to  have  fewer  failings' 
than  all  the  Englilh  Poets ,  which  impli.s  he  was  the  moft  per¬ 
fect  ,  and  beft  Poet  ;  and  why  Ihould  not  we  endeavour  to  imi¬ 
tate  him?  becaufe  we  cannot  arrive  to  h  s-excellence  t  ’Tistrue 
we  cannot,  but  this  is  no  more  an  argument ,  than  for  a  Soldier 
(who  confiders  with  himfelf  he  cannot  be  fo  great  a  one  as  fuliia 
jgafar)  to  run  from  his  Colours,  and  be  none;  or  to  fpeak  of  a 
left  thing ,  why  fhould  any  man  ftudy  Mathematicks  after  Arcbi- 
medes,  &c.  This  Principle  would  be  an obftru&ion  to  thepro- 
grefs  of  all  learning  and  knowledge  in  the  world.  Men  of  all 
Profefsions  ought  certainly  to  follow  the  beft  in  theirs  ,  and  let 
not  their  endeavours  be  blamed  ,  if  they  go  as  far  as  they  can  in 
the  right  way  ,  though  they  be  uofuccefsful,  and  attain  not  their 
ends.  If  Mr.  tfohnfon  be  the  moft  faultlefs  Poet ,  I  am  fo  far 
from  thinking  it  impudence  to  en  ieavour  to  imitate  him ,  that  it 

would 
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would  rather  (in  my  opinion,)  feem  Impudence  in  me  not  to 
do  it,. 

I  cannot  be  of  their  opinion  who  think  he  wanted  wit,  lam 
fure,  if  he  did,  he  was  fo  far  from  being  the  moftfaultlefs,  that 
he  was  the  moft  faulty  Poet  of  his  time,  but,  it  may  beanfwered, 
that  his  Writings  were  correct ,  though  he  wanted  fire*,  but  I 
think  flat  and  dull  things  are  as  incorrect ,  and  (hew  as  little  Judg¬ 
ment  in  the  Author,  nay  lefs  than  Uprightly  and  mettled  Non- 
(enfe  does.  But  I  chink  he  had  more  true  wit  than  any  of  his  Con¬ 
temporaries  5  that  other  men  had  fometimes  things  thatfeemed 
more  fiery  than  his ,  was  becaufe  they  were  placed  with  fomany 
fordid  and  mean  things  about  them,  that  they  made  a  greater 
(how. 


Inter  qua  verbum  emicuit,  ft  forte,  decorum, 

Si  verfue  pauloconcimtor,  unuc,  &  alter, 

Inju/lc  totnm  duett,  venditciHe  Poema. 

Nor  can  I  think,  to  the  writing  of  his  humors  (which  were 
not  onely  the  follies ,  but  vices  and  fubtleties  pf  men)  that  wit 
was  not  required,  but  judgment;  where,  by  the  way,  theyfpeak 
as  if  judgment  were  a  lefs  thing  than  wit.  But  certainly  it  was 
meant  otherwife  by  nature ,  who  fubjected  wit  to  the  govern¬ 
ment  of  judgment ,  which  is  the  nobleft  (acuity  of  the  mind. 
Fancy  rough-draws,  but  judgement  fmooths  and  finilhes;  nay 
jadgmentdoes  in  deed  comprehend  wit  ,  for  no  man  can  have  that 
who  has  not  wit.  In  fancy  mad  men  equal,  if  not  excehall  others, 
and  one  ro3y  as  well  fay  that  one  of  thofe  mad  men  is  as  good  a 
man  as  a  temperate  wifeman ,  as  that  one  of  the  very  fancyful 
Plays  (admired  mod  by  Women)  can  be  fogood  a  Play  as  one 
of  fohnfon's  correct,  ana  well-govern'd  Comedies. 

The  reafon  given  by  fome,  why  fohnfon  needed  not  wit  in 
writing  humor ,  is,  becaufe  humor  is  the  effect  of  obfervation,  and 
obfervation  the  effect  of  judgment ;  but  obfervation  is  as  much  ne- 
eeffary  in  all  other  Plays,  as  in  Comedies  of  humor  :  For  full, 
even  in  the  higheft  Tragedies,  where  the  Scene  lies  in  Courts, 
the  Poet  muft  have  obferved  theCuftomsof  Courts ,  and  the 

manner 


Preface. 

manner  of  converfing  there  ,  or  he  will  commit  many  inde¬ 
cencies  ?  and  make  his  Perfons  too  rough  and  ill-bred  for  a 

Court. 

Befidcs  Characters  in  Plays  being  reprefentations  of  the  Ver¬ 
ges  or  Vices,  Pafsions'or  Affections  of  Mankind  ,  fince  there 
are  no  more  new  Vertues ,  or  Vices-,  Pa  (lions'  ,  or  Affedlions,  the 
Idea's  of  thefe  can  no  other  way  be  received  into  the  imagination 
of  a  Pott,  but  either  from  the  Convention  or  Writings  of  Men. 
After  a  Poet  has  formed  a  Character  (as  fuppofe  of  an  Ambitious 
Man)  his  defign  is  certainly  to  write  it  naturally,  and  he  has  no  o- 
ther  iu!e  to  guid  him  in  this ,  but  to  compare  him  with  other  men 
of  that  kind  ,  that  either  he  has  heard  of,  or  convened  within  the  ‘ 
world  ,  or  read  of  in  Books  (  and  even  this  reading  of  Books  is 
convening  with  men)  nay  more  $  (befides  judging  of  his  Chara¬ 
cter)  the  Poet  can  fancy  nothingof  it ,  but  vvhat  muff  fpring  from 
the  Obfervation  he  has  made  of  Men,  or  Books, 

If  this  argument  (that  the  enemies  of  humor  ufe)  be  meant 
inthisfenfe,  that  a  Poet,  ,  in  the  wiping  of  a  Fools  Chara&er , 
needs  but  have.a.man  fit  to  him  ,  .and  have  his  words  and  adiions 
taken  *  in  this  cate  there  is  no  need  of  wit.  But  ’tis  moft  certain, 
that  if  we  fhould  dofo,  no  one  fool  (though  the  beft  about  the 
Town)  could  appear  pleafantly  ppon  the  Stage  ,  he  would  be 
t  here  too  dull  a  Fool, ,  and  muff  be  helped  out  with  a  great  deal  of 
wit  in  th  e  Author.  I  ferup’e  not  to  call  it  fo,  firft,  becaufe  i  is  not 
your  down* right  Fool  that  is  a  fit  Chara&er  for  a  Play ,  but  like 
Sir  tfohn  Daws  and  Sir  Amorous  Id  Foole  ,  your  witty ,  brisk  ,  aie* 
r.y  Fopps.y  that  are  Entreprerwants .  Befides  v  wit  in  the  Writer, 
(I  thinK,  without  any  Authority  for  it)  may  be  faid  tO;be  the  in¬ 
vention  of  remote  and  pleafant  thoughts  of  what  kind  iotver  >  and 
there  isr  as  much  occafion  for  fuch  imaginations  in  the  writing  of 
a  Curious  Coxcomb's  part ,  as  in  writing  the  greateft  Hero’s  *  and 
that  which  may  be  folly  in  the  Speaker  ,  may  be  fo  remote  and 
pleafant  >  to  require  a  great  deal  of  wit  in  the  Writer.  The  moft 
Excellent  fahnfon  put  wit  into  the  mouths  of  the  meanefl  of  his 
people^  and  which,  is  infinitely  difficult,  -made  it  proper  for  term 

And 
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And  I  dlfce  heard  a  Perfon  ,  of  the  greateftWit  and  Judgement 
of  the  Age,  fay,  that  Bartholomew  Fair  (which confifts  moft  of 
lo  v  perfons)  is  one  of  the  Wittieft  Plays  in  the  World.  If  there 
be  no  wit  required  in  the  rendering  Folly  ridiculous ,  or  Vice  odi¬ 
ous,  wemuft.  accufe  Juvenal the  beftSatyrift,  and  wittieft  Man 
of  all  the  Latine  Writeis,  fcr  wantcf  it.  .a,’.. 

Ifhou'd  nS:  fay  To  much  of  Mr.  fohnfon  (whofe  Merit  fuffici- 
ently  juftifiss  him  to  all  Men  of  Senfe)  but  that  I  think  my  felf  a 
little  obliged  to  vindicate  the  Opinion  I  publickly-  declared  ,  in 
my  Epilogue  to  this  Play ;  which  I  did  upon  mature  coniiderauon, 
and  with  a  full  fatisfadfion  i  i  my  Judgement ,  and  not  out  of  a  bare 
afledfed  vanity  of  being  thought  his- Admirer. 

I  have  onely  one  word  more,  to  trouble  you  with,  concerning 
this  Trifle  of  my  own,  which  is,  that,  as  it  isarprtfent,  it  is 
wholly  my  own  ,  without  borrowing  a  tittle  from  any  man* 
w'  ich  1  confefs  is  too  bold  an  attempt  For  fo  young  a  Writer  *  for 
(let  it  feem  what  it  will)  a  Comedy  of  humor  (that  is  not  borrow¬ 
ed)  is  thehardeft  thing  to  write  well*  and  a  way  of  writing,  of 
which  a  man  can  never  be  certain. 

I  O'  ' 

Creditur ,  ex  medio  quia  res  acecfsit ,  habere 
Sudor  is  minimum ,  fed  habet  comcedia  tanto 
Plus  oner  is ,  quanto  venia  minus. 


That  which  (befidts  judging  truly  of  Mankind )  makes  Co-> 
medy  more  difficult ,  is  that  the  faults  are  naked  and  bare  to  moft 
people ,  but  the  wit  of  it  underftood ,  or  valued ,  but  by  few. 
Wonder  not  then  if  a  manof  ten  times  my  parts,  mifearries  intbe 
Attempt. 

I  (hall  f2y  no  more  of  this  of  mine,  but  that  the  Humors  are 
new  (how  well  chofen  I  leave  to  you  to  judge )  and  all  the  words  - 
and  adf  ions  of  the  Perfons  in  the  Play ,  arealwayes  futable  to  the 
Gharadters  I. have  given  of  them}  and  ,  in-all  the  Play ,  I  have 
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gone  according  to  that  definition  of  humor,  which  f  hate  give* 
you  in  my  Epilogue ,  in  thefe  words : 

4  5  i.J  i  ;  '  '  '  •  *•:  ,  *  ••  *'• 

A  Humor  is  the  Biajfe  of  the  Mind , 

By  which ,  with  violence,  ‘tis  one  way  inclin'd. 

It  makes  our  actions  lean  on  one  fide  pill. 

And,  in  all  Changes,  that  way  bends  the  Will. 


Vale. 
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Ne  that  is  in  Pox,  in  Debt,  and  all  the  Mif- 
fortunes  that  can  be, and  in  the  midft  of  all, 
in  love  with  rnoft  Women,  and  thinks  moft 
Women  in  love  with  him. 

A  Fanrafhick  Coxcomb,  that  makes  it  his  bufinefs  to 
fpeak  fine  things  and  wit  as  bethinks-,  sndalwayes 
takes  notice,  or  makes  others  take  notice  of  any 
thing  he  thinks  well  fj id. , 

ABriskayery  fantaftick,  finging,  dancing  Coxcomb, 
that  fetsupfor  a  well-bred  Man  and  aManof  ho* 
nour,  but  miftakes  in  every  thing7and  values  himfelf 
onely  upon  the  vanity  and  foppery  of  Gentlemen. 

Raymund  A  Gentleman  of  wit  and  honour, in  love  with  ihcodofia, 

^Loveyouth  }^Us^arT^  t0  r^e Lady  £w^#/£,fuppofed dead. 

Snake.  A  young  Parfon, Fellow  of a  Colledge, Chaplain  to  the 
Lady  Lovcyouth ,  one  that  fpeaks  nothing  but  Fuftb 
an  with  Greek  and  Latine,  in  love  with  Bridget. 

T'ullia.  A  French  Surgeon,  originally  a  Barber. 

Lady  A  vain  amorous  Lady,  mad  for  a  Husband,  jealous  of 

Lovcjouth.  j  Tbecdofia ,  in  love  with  Raymuni. 

Theodofia.  A  witty  ayery  young  Lady  ,  of  a  great  fortune ,  com¬ 
mitted  to  the  government  of  Lady  Loveyoutb  her 
A  unt,  perfecuted  with  the  love  of  Crazy,  Brisk ,nn  J 
Drylob, whom  (he  mimicks  and  abufes,  in  love  with 
Raymund, 

Bridget.  Woman  to  the  Lady  Loveyoutb. 

Mrs.  Errant.  One  that  fells  old  Gowns,  Petticoats,  Laces,  French 
Fansand  Toys,  and  Jefifumine  Gloves, and  aiunning 
Bawd. 

Striker.  A  Habberdaflier’s  Wife ,  a  vain  fantaftick  Strumpet, 
very  <ond  and  jealous  of  Crazy. 

friske,  A  vain  Wench  of  the  Town ,  debauch’d  and  kept  by 
Briske. 

Servants ,  / ttendants ,  F idlers  ,  Bfylffi. 

SCENE  LONDON,  in  the  Year  1670. 

Duration  of  fie  Scene  24  hours , 
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Prologue 

Written  by  a  Gentleman  of  Quality. 

Since  yon-are  all  refold'd  to  be  fever  e ,  \ 

To  laugh  and  rail  at  every  thing  yon  hearS- 
I  lap  ore  not  why  a  Prologue  fbouldforbear:j 
Firjlwe  declare  againfl  the  wary  Wit,-\ 

Who  having  had  the  luc\  of  one  good  hit 
Dares  not  appear  again  before  the  Pit.  j 
Some  have  done  well  \yet  to  remove  all  doubt , 

Men  mujlfght  more  than  once  to  be  thought Jlout : 
Others  are  too  much  in  a fcr  'tblin'g  vein , 

As  if  they  had  a  loofnefs  in  the  brain  : 

Thefe  catch  at  every  little  flight  occaflon , 

As  our  Gay  empty  Sparky  at  each  new  Fafbion  : 
Perpetually  they  fumble  for  the  Bayest 
With  Poems ,  Songs ,  Lampoons ,  and  long  dull  Playes. 
A  man  would  wonder  what  the  Devil  they  me  ant , , 

(  Likp  ill-nos' d  Currs  that  onely  foil  the  fcent ) 

To  mangle  Plots ,  and  they  las  boldly  do't ; 

As  our  Sir  Martin  undertakes  the  Lute. 

Now  for  the  Women - 

The  little  Fools  into  extr earns  are  got. 

Either  they  are  Jlone  cold  or  fc aiding  hot. 

b 


Some 


Somepeevijb  and  ill-bred,  are  bind  touone s 
Others  flarl^mad,  in  love  with  all  the  Town. 

The  famous  Eater  had  his  IV orm  to  feed, 

Theje  Rampants  have  a  hungry  Worm  indeed. 

And  as  his  ravenous  jlomacfmade  him  get 
Tripes ,  Livers,  ami  thccourfejl  fort  of  Meat , 

Our  craving  Damofels ,  rather  than  (land  out. 

With  any  raw-bone  Coxcombsrun  about -j 
Making  no  difference  of  Si^e  or  Age , 

From  the  Grim  He&or  totheheardlefs  Page. 

Learn  little  ones,  for  frame  learn  to  be  wife , 

And  not  fo  very  rani nor  yet  fo  nice. 

Who  buryes  all  his  Wealth ,  and  never  lends , 

Is  more  a  Wretch  than  he  that  wildly  fpends. 

And  fbe  who  isfo  coy  to  fancy  no  man , 

Is  yet  a  Viler  thing  than  fhe  that's  common. 

If  you  will  own  your  fives  concerted  you  may , 

And  for  a  Saucy  Prologue  damn, the  Play. 
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HUMORISTS. 


ACT  the  Firjl. 


Enter  Crazy  in  a  Night-Gown  and  Cap. 

Crazy.  ^  'V  H  this  Surgeon  i  this  damn’d  Surgeon ,  will 
m  %  this  Villainous  Quack  never  come  to  me  ? 

■  I  Oh  this  Plaifter  on  my  Neck !  It  gnaws  more 

W  than  Aqua- Fort  is  :  this  abominable  Raf- 
cal  has  miftaken  fure,  and  given  me  the 
fame  Cauftick  he  appli’d  to  my  Shins,  when  they  were  open'd 
laft. 

Enter  Mrs,  Errant? 


Craz,  Oh 


Errant.  Good  morrow  fweet  Mr.  Crazy. 
Craz.  Good  morrow  Mrs.  Errant. 

Errant.  How  does  the  pain  in  your  Head  i 
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Cras..  Oh  lam  on  the  Rack!  No  Primitive  Chriftian  under 
Biocle (inn  ever  differ'd  fo  much  as  I  do  under  this  Rafcal :  This  Vil¬ 
lain,  that  like  a  Hangman  deftroys  Mankind  ,  and  has  the  Law  for’e. 
Oh  abominable  Quacks !  that  devour  more  than  all  the  Difeafes 
would  do,  were  they  let  alone,  which  they  pretend  to  cure. 

Errant.  Ay,  but  Sir,  yours  is  a  French  Surgeon,  and  who  fo 
fit  to  cure  the  French  Difeafeasa  French-Surgeon? 

Crazy.  Yes ,  as  onepoyfon  expels  another;  but  if  this  Rogue 
fltould  cure  me ,  he  can  cure  me  of  nothing  but  what  he  has  given 
me  himfelf :  'twas  nothing, when  I  put  my  felf  into  his  hands;  he  has 
brought  it  to  what  it  is ,  and  I  think  I  muft  deal  with  him  as  they 
do  that  are  bitten  with  a  Viper,  cruih  the  Rogues  Head  and  apply  it 
to  the  part,  for  if  I  do  not  kill  him  ,  he'l  be  the  death  of  me. 

Errant,  It  may  be  Sir,  he  favours  the  Difeafe  for  Countrey’s 
fake. 

Craz.  A  Curfe  on  thefe  French  Cheats,  they  begin  to  be  as  rife 
amongftus,  as  their  Countrey  Difeafe,  and  do  almoft  as  much 
mifehieftoo  :  No  Corner,  without  French  Taylors,  We  avers,  Mil¬ 
liners,  Strong-  Water-  Men  ,  Perfumers,  and  Surgeons:  bur  muft 
3  be  fuch  a  fantaftick  Sot  as  to  be  cheated  by  them  ?  Could  not  I 
make  ufeof  my  own  Countrey- men  ,  that  are  famous  all  over  the 
World  for  cheating  one  another  ? 

Errant.  I  am  heartily  forry  Sir ,  for  you  could  not  have  been  ill 
in  fo  unfeafonable  a  time. 

Craz.  Oh!  why  Mrs.  Errant^  what’s  the  matter  ? 

Errant.  Do  you  t  hink  he  could  not  mend  you,  and  patch  you  u  p 
to  hold  together  a  little  for  the  prefen  t? 

Craz.  Why  Mrs.  Errant  ?  Oh  death/  what’s  this  I  feel? 

Errant.  I  was  with  Mrs.  Striker  the  Habberdalhers  Wife ,  this 
morning,  to  fell  fome  of  my  little  French  Toys,  as  Fans,  Points, 
that  had  been  worn  a  little,  and  Jeffamine  Gloves ;  but  chiefly  a 
Maid  of  Honours  Old  Gown ,  that  fitted  her  to  a  hair ;  and  a  de¬ 
licate  white  Mantou :  and  a  pair  of  theneateftlittleShoesthathad 
been  worn  two  or  three  days  by  a  Countefs,  that  bewitched  the  ve¬ 
ry  heart  of  her. 

Craz.  Well!  and  how  does  my  dear  Striker  ?  Does  (he  not  de¬ 
fire  to  fee  me  poor  heart ....  Oh  what  a  twinge  was  that  ? 
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Errant.  She  does  moft  impatiently  wait  the  good  hour,  that  flic 
may  fteal  from  her  Husband  and  give  you  a  meeting  at  the  White- 
Hart  at  Hammerjmith. 

Craz.  Alas  J  dear  foul  I  I  know  (lie  loves  me  entirely.  Oh  my 
Shinne  1  ’cis  there  now :  fweet  Mrs.  Errant  fit  down,  and  do  me  the 
favour  to  chafe  it  a  little. 

\_She  fits  dnd  rubs  his 
Enter  Raymund.  Shins ,  he  makes 

feme  faces. 

Raym.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  this  is  pleafanr,  ’faiths  this  Itinerant  Hab- 
berdalher  of  fmall  Wares,  is  a  Ranger  of  the  Game ,  a  very  Bawd- 
Eirant .  ..chafing  of  his  Shins  too  !  ha,  ha,  ha....  but  how  could 
I  think  any  of  that  Profeflion  could  be  otherwife ,  procuring  lies  fo 
in  their  way,  they  cannot  avoid  it. 

Craz.  She  is  a  moll  delicate  perfon  ,  I  love  het  infinitely,  and  I 
believe  llie  has  no  unkindnefs  for  me. 

Raym.  Ah  brave  Crazy !  do  ft  thou  hold  up  thy  humor  ftill  i 
Art  thou  ftill  in  love  with  all  Women  ? 

Craz.  'Faith  Raymund  I  cannot  but  have  an  aflfedlion,  nay  a  ve¬ 
neration  for  the  whole  Sex  yet. 

Raym.  I’ll  fwear  all  Women  ought  to  believe  thou  lov’ft  ’em, 
for  thou  haft  fuffer’d  more  for  them  than  all  Knight  Errants  in  Ro¬ 
mances  ever  did.  I’ll  fay  that  for  thee ,  and  thou  haft  as  much  Paf- 
five-Valour  as  to  Pill  and  Bolus,  as  any  man  in  Chriftendom. 

Errant.  It  Ihews  him  to  be  a  perfon  of  much  generality  and 
honour. 

Craz.  Perhaps  there  is  not  a  truer  Lover  of  the  Sex  than  my 
felf  among  Mankind . Oh  my  Shoulders ! 

Ray m.  Thou  haft  reafon,  witnefs  that  twinge  elfe  .•  well  certain¬ 
ly  fo  much  Love  and  Pox  never  met  together  in  one  Man  fincethe 
Creation.  Nor  ’faith  do  I  know  which  is  the  more  tolerable  Difeafe 
of  the  two. 

Craz.  Prethe  Raymund  no  more  of  this  Raillery. 

Errant.  Do  not  fcandahze  Mr.  Crazy  fo ;  the  Venom  of  his 
Difeafe  is  all  gone,  this  is  but  a  Rheum,  ameer  Rheum. 

Raym.  W  hy  thou  Villain  Crazy ,  wilt  thou  never  leave  whead* 
ling  Women  thus  < 

Craz.  Prethee  leave  off  5  1  tell  thee  ’tis  no  more. 

j«»yOS,  B  2 
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Raym.  Why  what  impudence  is  this  i  If  thou  goeft  on  in  this* 
thou  art  not  fit  to  go  loofe ,  I  will  have  a  Red  Oofs  fet  upon  thy 
Door :  why  don’t  I  know  thou  haft  taken  Bufhels  of  Pills  and  Bo¬ 
lus's  enough  to  purge  all  the  Corporations  in  the  Kings  Do¬ 
minions. 

Craz.  You  make  good  ufe  of  your  time,  to  get  drunk  fo  foon  in 
a  Morning. 

Raym,  Haft  thou  not  rais’d  the  price  of  Sarfaperilla  >  and 
Gmacutn  all  over  the  Town  . .  the  Drugfters  are  very  ungrateful 
Fellows  ,  if  they  do  not  give  thee  a  Penfion  for  the  good  thou  haft 
done  to  their  Trade. 

Craz,  Mind  him  not  Mrs.  Errant ,  he’s  lewdly  drunk. 

Errant.  I  proteftSir  he’s  the  leaft  in  my  thoughts. 

Raym.  Why  thou  Sot  thou  ,  doft  thou  talk  of  Love ,  and  fay 
thou  haft  no  Pox  ;  why  I  will  not  give  Six  Moneths  purchafe  for  an 
Eftate  during  the  term  of  thy  Natural  Nofe!  I  fhall  live  to  fee 
thee  fnuffle  worfe  than  a  Scotch-Bag- Pipe  that  has  got  a  flaw  in  the 
Bellows. 

Craz.  Let  him  alone  ,  let  him  alone  !  this  is  a  way  he  has 
with  him. 

Errant.  He’s  a  very  uncivil  man,  let  me  tell  you  that. 

Raym.  Why  haft  thou  not  for  thefe  feven  years  obferv’dthy 
feafons  like  the  Swallow  or  the  Cuckoe  5  with  them  thou  ftir'ft  a- 
broad  in  the  Summer,  and  with  them  retir’ft  in  the  Winter;  why 
thou  art  a  kind  of  Vegetable ,  that  peep’ft  out  thy  head  at  the 
coming  of  the  Spring,  and  Shrink’ft  it  in  again  at  the  approach  of 
the  Winters  while  we  that  drink  Burgundy ,  like  Bay-trees ,  are 
green  and  flourifh  all  the  year. 

Craz.  Why,  haft  thou  the  confidence  to  compare  Wine  to 
Beauty  < 

Errant.  Ay,  I  thought  what  a  proper  man  you  were. 

Craz.  Wine,  that  makes  you  fwell’d  like Trhmpetters  with 
pimpl’d  Faces ;  and  Eyes  flaring  like  Pigs  half  roafted,  prominent 
Bellies,  perilh’d  Lungs,  tainted  Breaths,  parch’d  Livers,  decay’d 
Nerves,  perpetual  Feavers ,  Dropfies,  Gowts,  Palfeys,  and  a 
Complication  of  more  Difeafes  than  you  drink  Healths. 

Raym.  With  what  eafe  can  I  return  upon  thee;  Women,  that 
bring  you  to  fore  Eyes, weaken’d  Hamms,  Sciatica’s,  falling  Nofes, 
and  Rheums,  Crazy.  Errant. 
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Errant.  Now  out  upon  you  forabafe  man  ,  to  revile  Women 
thus. 

Raym,  But  then  Wine,  the  Bond  of  humane  Society,  that 
makes  us  free  as  abfolute  Princes,  rich  without  covetoufnefs,  mer¬ 
ry,  valiant,  witty,  generous,  and  wife  without  allay,  that  infpires 
us  farabove  the  level  of  humane  thoughts,  and  affords  us  diviner 
Raptures  than  the  deities  of  old  did  co  their  prophets  in  their 
Extafies. 

Craz.  But  then  Beauty,  Heaven's  brighteft  Image,  the  thing 
which  all  the  World  delires  and  fights  for;  the  Spur  to  Honour 
and  all  glorious  A&ions ,  without  which  no  Dominion  would  have 
been  priz'd  or  Hero  ever  he  wtof ;  the  moll  gentle,  fweet,  delicate, 
foft  thing - -  •  *»u3 

Errant .  O  dear  Mr.  Crazy !  Go  thy  [_Shc  clap  Crazy  on 
ways,  thou  art  a  fweet  man.  the  Shoulders. 

Craz.  O  Death  !  what  have  you  done  i  You  have  murder’d 
me;  oh  you  have  flruck  me  juft  upon  a  Callous  Node,  do  you 
think  I  have  a  body  of  Iron  i 

Errant.  Sir  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  had  quite*  forgot  it,  this  Rheum 
is  very  violent. 

Craz,.  Oh,  oh. 

Raym.  The  moft  fweet,  delicate ,  gentle  foft  thing ,  goon 
Crazy. 

Craz.  The  moft  delicate,  fweet,  gentle,  foft  • —  Oh  Devil 
what  do  I  endure  i 

Enter  Pullin  the  french  Surgeon, 

Pullin.  Good  morr,  good  morre. 

Craz .  Oh,  oh  ! 

full.  ’Tis  verve!,  cometoourBufinefs,  vevil  proceed  to  deo- 
peration. 

Craz.  Oh  my  Neck  and  Shoulders. 

Pull.  Yes,  yes,  1  vas  ver  vel  affureof  dat ;  it  vil  put  you  to  de 
paine  Indeed;  but  if  dere  be  fuch  tinge  in  Englande  for  draw ,  deni 
am  no  Syrigin  indeed. 

Craz.  Oh  you  damn’detcrnal  Son  of  a  Whore  Quack  l 


6  The  HV MO RIST S. 

Pud .  Cacque  morbleu  !  Vat  is  Cacque  1  I  know  ver  vel  vat  is 
Son  fora  Whore,  but  vac  is  Cacque  vertu-bleu  I  can  no  tell. 

Raym.  Tis  a  certain  Rafcal  ,  that  cheats  a  man  both  of  his  mo¬ 
ney  and  health. 

Craz.  Juft  fuch  a  Rafcal  as  you  are. 

Pull.  Begar,  you  are  miftake  ,  Cacque  is  no  French  vard  5  it  is 
for  the  Darn’d  Syiigin-Englifh.  Mais  vat  is  dematre  vid  you? 

Raym .  Damn’d  Hnglifli  Surgeon!  Why  you  impudent  Villain, 
did  not  you  when  you  came  firil  into  England ,  ride  upon  a  Milch 
Afs ,  and  did  not  you  maintain  your  felf  by  felling  her  Milk  to 
people  in  Confumptions,  till  you  fet  wo  for  an  abominable  Barber, 
but  for  the  damn’d  roughnefsof  yod*  jitfnd  and  the  filthy  noifom- 
nefs  of  your  breath  ,  could  get  no  Cuftomers  $  and  then  were  fain 
to  fet  up  with  fix  peny worth  of  Diaculum  and  2  Collediion  of  rot¬ 
ten  Pippins,  and  pretended  only  to  the  Cure  of  Broken  Heads-, 
and  had  you  any  other  Cuftomers  for  a  year  together  than  the 
Cudgel  Players  of  Moor- Fields  ,  or  now  andkhen  a  Drawer  that 
was  wounded  w’th  a  Quart  Pot. 

Pull .  I  am  amaze,  vat  isde  bufinefle  ? 

Errant.  Sir  j  I  muft  make  bold  to  take  my  leave. 

Craz .  Your  Servant  fweet  Mrs.j Errant,  prefent  my  fervice  to 
jbeodofu  ,  and  let  her  know  I  have  a  pafsion  for  her ,  you  under- 
ftand  me. 

Errant .  Fear  it  not  Sir  - -  [Ex.  Errant.  J 

Tull.  V  er  vel,  you  make  de  jeft  of  me. 

Raym.  Was  not  the  next  thing  you  arriv’d  at ,  the  ineftimable 
fecret  of  Brimftone  and  Butter  for  the  Cure  of  the  Itch ,  and  had 
you  any  one  Receipt  mor«  ? 

Pull .  ’Tis  ver  vel  indeed  Mr.  Crazy !  I  am  come  to  be  abufe. 

Craz.  Why,  have  you  the  impudence  to  deny  this:  Good 
Mounfeur  Pullin  ,  do  not  I  remember  when  you  fiift  fet  up  for  the 
Cure  of  this  Difeafe  you  pretend  to  ,  with  only  two  pound  of 
Turpentine  and  a  little  China,  a  few  Hermodaftyles ,  a  pound  or 
two  of  Sarfaperilla  f5 :  and  GuUcum  5  two  Glyfter-bags  and  one 
Syringe  :  Could  all  thy  wealth  arrive  at  more  Materials  than 
thefe  ? 

Pay m.  I  muft  confefs  ,  fince,  you  have  learn’d  fome  little  expe¬ 
rience  j  by  marrying  an  unfound  EngliftiStrumpet ,  that  was  pep¬ 
per'd 
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per’dbyfome  of  your  Ambafladors  Footmen 5  (he,  by  the  many 
Courfes  Ihe  has  gone  thorow,  has  taught  you  fomething. 

Pull.  Tetebleu,  dat  I  lhould  be  dus  affronte. 

Raym.  If  you  had  been  good  for  any  thing,  there  were  Difeafes 
enough  in  your  own  Countrey,  to  maintain  you,  without  coming  to 
us,  with  a  Pox  to  you. 

Pull.  OJernie,  vatisdis?  I  have  cure  ten  toufand  Gentlemen 
of  de  Clappe  in  Parti,  and  to  be  abufe !  - - 

Craz.  Am  not  I  oblig’d  to  you  then ,  that  you  would  not  cure 
one  in  England  ?  for  Raymund ,  now  there  is  not  a  Woman  here,  I 
confefs  to  you ,  he  has  not  wholly  cur’d  me  •,  but  on  my  confci- 
ence  lean  do  a  Woman  no  hurt. 

Pull.  lam  allure  dat  all  de  Operators  for  de  Clapp  in  England 
can  no  do  fo  much  as  I  do  to  cure  you. 

Raym.  Why  haft  thou  noc  been  longer  in  curing  him  than  a 
Chancery  Suit  is  depending  ? 

Craz.  Did  not  1  put  my  felf  into  your  hands  when  it  was  firft 
a  Ghonorhea  virulent a  i  Did  not  you  by  your  damn’d  French  Tricks, 
your  Styptick-Injedlions,  and  your  Turpentine  Clyfters,  fuffer  me 
to  be  Chorde ,  to  come  to  Caruncles ,  to  the  Phymafii,  Caries, 
Pubii,  Bubones,  Hernia?. 

Raym.  Nay  ,  have  you  not  driven  his  Enemy  out  of  the  open 
Field,  where  he  might  have  been  eafily  conquer’d,  into  his  Strong 
Holds  and  Garrifons. 

Pull.  Ver  vel,  vervel. 

Craz.  Is  there  any  one  Symptome  which  I  have  not  had . .  oh 
-- have  I  not  had  your  Carhuncula,  Aehrocordones ,  Mermecii,  7hy~ 
mi ,  all  forts  of  Ulcers  fuperficial  and  profound,  Callous,  Cance¬ 
rous,  Fiftulous. 

Raym.  Hey-brave  Crazy !  thou  haft  terms  enough  to  fet  up  two 
reafonable  Mountebanks. 

Craz.  Have  I  not  had  your  Pufluls,  Cruflat a  ,  and  Sine  Cruft** 
V ernes.  Crip*,  Tophi,  OJsis ,  Caries,  Chyronya,  Telephia,  Phaga- 
denia,  Difepulotica. 

Raym.  What  art  thou  going  toraife  the  Devil  with  thefe  hard 
words? 

Pull.  Vel !  and  have  Ino  cure  all  defc  ?  Have  I  no  given  you 
defweate,  not  in  a  damn'd  Englifli  T ub  or  Hot-houfe ,  but  I  have 

taught 
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t:u  htyoutofweatindeGradle,  and  vid  Spirit  of  Vine  in  de  Pa¬ 
per  Lanthorn,*/.*  Francois ,  and  taught  you  deufeof  de  Baine  d'A- 

lexandre, 

Craz.  And  has  all  this  done  any  thing  but  driven  him  to  his  Win¬ 
ter  Quarters ,  where  he  domineers  as  much  as  ever ;  Oh  I  have 
him  here. 

Raym.  You  have  given  him  fo  many  Bolus’s  in  Leaf  Gold,  that 
theloathfomnefs  of 'em  ,  has  made  his  Stomach  turn  at  aTwenty 
Shillings  Piece,  and  that’s  the  reafon  he  never  carries  any  in  his 
Pockec. 

Craz.  Do  you  hear  that  Rafcal  ?  I  have  been  cheated  enough 
by  you ;  but  I’ll  bilk  your  Cribbidge  for  you. 

Full.  But  allure  de  Law  will  give  de  remede. 

Craz,  And  that  thou  rruyeft  becurft  fufficiently  for  this,  mayeft 
thou  be  as  long  in  Law  as  I  have  been  in  Phyfick. 

Raym.  Prethee  curfe  him  to  purpofe ,  may  he  be  choak'd  with 
Bolus’s,  drown’d  in  Dyet-drink/orfmother’d  in  a  Privy-houfe, 
that  he  may  die  by  that  Excrement  by  which  he  liv’d. 

Pull,  Diable ,  no  curfe  me  ,  give  de  Madidion  to  the  Dam 
Whore. 

Craz.  O  Impudence  !  I  proteft  to  you  Raymund  (he  is  as  pretty 
a  civil  young  Lady ,  and  between  you  and  I,  a  Perfon  of  Honour  i 

Raym.  She  was  a  very  Pocky  Perfonof  Honour, 

Craz.  And  on  my  Confcience  and  Soul  loved  me  as  pafsionate- 
ly  as  any  young  Lady  in  England. 

Raym.  Befides,  if  (he  were  a  Whore,  her  Calling  [Ti»Pullin,] 
is  to  give  it,  and  yours  to  cure  it,  Sirrah. 

Craz.  Shall  I  fuffer  fo  excellent,  fo  vertuous  a  Perfon,  to  be  tra¬ 
duc’d  by  your  fowl  Mouth,  you  Rafcal  :  Get  you  gon,  you 
Dogge.  * -  Kicks  him. 

Pull.  O  vat  is  dis  t  Elp,  Elp . . . .  vel,  vel,  dere  is  the  Law  for 
do  me  Juftice - - -  Ex.  PuJlin. 

Enter  Footman. 

Footmf  -Sir ,  here’s  a  Lady  alighted  out  of  a  Coach,  and  coming 
Bp  hither. 

Craz.  ’SlifeaLady!  give  me  my  Hat  and  Peruke,  quick,quick, 

prethee 
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prethee  Raymond  help  me  quickly ,  that  I  may  appear  well  be¬ 
fore  her. 

Raym.  If  thou  can’ft  appear  no  better  than  thou  arc ,  (he'll  not 
like  thee  very  well. 

Craz.  So,  fo !  you  fay  I  am  not  in  favour  with  the  Ladies. 

Enter  Mrs,  Striker. 

Strik.  Your  humble  feivant  fweet  Mr.  Crazy  ,  I  have  juft  broke 
loofe  from  my  husband  ,  and  come  to  kifs  your  hands.  Oh  cry 
you  mercy,  you  have  a  Stranger  with  you  •,  I  proteft  if  I  had  known 
it,  I  would  not  have  been  fo  bold. 

Raym.  Though  I  be  a  ftranger  Madam,  I  am  ready  to  be  as  well 
acquainted  with  you  as  you  pleafe. 

Craz.  Dear  Madam  Striker  flay  a  little ,  this  is  a  Friend  of 
mine,  you  may  truft  him  —  You  f ee Raymund ,  alas,  I  am 
no  body  with  the  Ladies,  not  I.  This  is  a  Perfon  of  honour. 

Raym.  No  doubt  on’t. 

Strik.  Sir,  1  befeech  you  mifconftrue  not  my  innocent  intenti¬ 
ons  ,  I  heard  Mr.  Crazy  was  not  well ,  or  I  fhould  not  have  feen 
him. 

Craz.  If  I  were  not,  I  (hould  be  oblig'd  to  my  diftemper,  were 
it  the  Gout,  and  be  very  loath  to  part  with  it,  to  be  depriv’d  of 
the  honour  of  feeing  you ;  but  lam  very  well, 

Friske.  Your  fei  vant,  fweet  Mr.  Crazy, I  [  Enter  Mrs,  Friske 
heard  you  were  not  well. 

Raym,  Another!  they  flock  about  this  Fellow  as  Ravens  do  a- 
boutafickmanforthe  reverfion  of  Carrion. 

Strik,  How  came  (lie  here  tro  <  1  do  notlike  this  Mr.  Crazy. 

Frisk.  Your  fervant  Madam  Striker,  # 

Strik -  Your  fervant  Madam  Friske,  [Raym.  takes  Striker 

Craz.  Really,  Madam  Friske.,  this  is  fuch  a  fide. 

a  favour  as  will  make  me  eternally  indebted  to  you - but  I  am  fo 

well,  as  I  intended  to  come  and  kifs  your  hands. 

Frisk.  But  how  came  (he  here  I  wonder  ? 

Raym.  Pray  Madam,  do  me  the  favour  to  tell  me  who  (lie  is  < 

Strik.  Sir,  I’llinformyou  prefent’y.  Truly  Mr.  Crazy ,  this  is 
not  civil ,  to  be  fo  familiar  with  fuch  a  one  as  (he  is  in  my  prefence; 

C  I 
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I  thought  for  my  part  that  I  had  been  enough  for  any  one  per- 
fon. 

Friske.  Mr.  Crazy  ,  one  word  with  you  •,  I  wonder  for  my  part 
Madam  Flirts  fliduld  have  no  more  breeding  than  to  interrupt  us. 

strtk.  Why  I’ll  tell  you  Sir,  what  (he  is,  (he  is  a  perfon  of  mean 
defcent;  I  think  her  Father  was  atfirft  a  Journey-man  Taylor  or 
fome  fuch  thing :  She  was  debaucht  by  one  Mr.  Brake  an  Inns  of- 
Crurt- Gentleman ,  and  I  am  Cure  ’twas  well  f  >r  her ,  fhe  was  fo ; 
for  before  that  (he  went  in  Paragon  and  Pattens  :  for  my  pare 
I  would  not  be  known  to  be  in  her  company  for  more  than  I’ll 
fpeak  of, 

Raym.  This  is  pleafant. 

Strik.  Pray  Mr.  Crazy  favour  me  with  one  word;  Lord,  Ma¬ 
dam  Friske ,  cannot  you  let  one  fpeak  a  word  with  ones  Friend  i 

Frisk.  Your  friend,  a  as  poor  foul,  fure  I  may  pretend  to  as  much 
intereft  in  him  as  you  can. 

Strik.  How’s  this  <  you  pretend  1 

Craz.  No  Ray  und  I  have  no  (hare  in  the  Ladies  favours  not  I ! 
Do  you  fee  how  jealous  the  poor  things  are  of  me ,  poor  Hearts ! 
Oh  my  Shoulders  !  they  are  both  Perfons  of  Quality  —  But  Ma¬ 
dam  Striker ,  pray  miftruft  not  my  affection. 

1 Uym.  Pray  Madam,  let  me  beg  the  fauour  to  know  who  (he is  i 

Frisk.  She  !  why  (he’s  a  pitiful  Habberdafher’s  Wife,  her  Huf- 
band’s  a  poor  fneaking  Cuckold  ;  (he  has  a  very  ill  reputation ,  for 
my  part  I  don’t  care  for  being  feen  in  her  Company,  that’s  the 
truth  on’t. 

Raym,  (  hat’s  very  well, 

Frisk.  She  ufed  to  appear  in  a  feurvy  Fleet (Ireet  Drefs ,  but  now 
(he  comes  into  the  Pit  at  the  Play- Houfe,  and  makes  briske  Repar¬ 
ties  to  young  Sparks. 

Strik.  What  to  have  fuch  a  fcandalous  Woman  as  (he  come  to 
your  Chamber;  truly  if  it  were  not  here,  I  (hould  havefoon  left 
her  company.  One  may  have  one  Friend  I  confefs,  orfo;  but  to 
have  two  or  three  club  for  one,  I  fcorn  her. 

Raym.  1  fee  there  are  Punctilio's  of  Honour  among  Whores  as 
well  as  Bullies. 

Frisk.  But  pray  Mr.  Crazy ,  come  hither;  you  do  not  tell  me 
how  you  like  my  new  Petticoat  here  ? 


Strik, 
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Strik.  Lord ,  Madam  Friske ,  why  how  fliould  he  like  it,  ’tis  but 
an  ordinary  flight  thing  •,  for  my  part  1  do  not  like  it  at  all. 

Frisk.  No  matter  what  you  fay,  as  long  as  one  does. 

Raym.  Who's  that  one,  Crazy  ?  £  Jogs  him.'] 

Craz.  ’Slife  you  hurt  my  Arm  5  but  that  one  is  I  man  ,  that 
thou  fhould’ft  not  find  it. 

Strik.  But  pray  Mr.  Crazy  how  do  you  like  this  Point  about  my 
Neck  < 

Craz.  ’Tis  a  very  pretty  Ornament,  but  you  give  an  Ornament 
to  that. 

Frisk,  That !  'tis  a  foolifh  Counterfeit  Point. 

Strik.  I  come,  come  •,  Icome  by  my  things  honeftly. 

Frisk.  Ay,  and  I  as  honeftly  as  you  too ;  but  pray  how  do  you 
like  this  Ruby  upon  my  Finger  i 

Craz.  ’Tis  very  glorious  indeed. 

Strik.  Is  not  this  a  very  pretty  Locket  i 

Frisk.  Let  me  fee  what’s  a  Clock  ;  ’tis  juft  Eleven  — 

Strik.  ’Tis  aquarter  part  by  mine. 

Frisk.  Yours  1  Ay  I  think  fo-,  your’s  is  a  fcurvy  Silver  Watch, 
and  does  not  go  right. 

Strik.  Good  lack  a  day,  a  Silver  Watch !  why  it  fliould  go  with 
any  Gold  Watch  in  Town  for  20 1. 

Frisk.  Yes,  yes ;  ’tis  very  like  a  Silver  Watch  can  go  as  well  as 
a  Gold  one?  ha,  ha,  ha  — 

Raym.  Hey  !  they  ufe  him  as  if  they  were  bidding  for  him  by 
Candles  ends. 

Strik.  Alas  poor  filly  Creature ! 

Raym.  But,  Madam  Friske ,  from  whence  come  all  thefe fine 
things  ? 

Frisk.  Ha,  ha,  there  is  a  way  that  we  have  Sir. 

Strik.  But  Mr.  Crazy ,  I  muft  of  necefilcy  leave  you ;  my  huf- 
band  will  be  come  home  .•  but  I’ll  fee  youagen. 

Craz.  I  am  forry  you  muft  make  me  unhappy  fo  foon ,  but  have 
you  a  Coach? 

Strik.  Yes,  I  have  a  Hackney  waiting  below. 

Frisk.  O  fie!  a  Hackney]  I  hate ’em  all  they  are  founeafie: 
I  have  a  Coach  with  a  Coronet  waits  for  me. 
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Strik.  Ay,  ay,  there’s  foine  could  borrow  Lords  Coaches  too, 
if  they  would  do  as  others  do,  Madam  Friske ,  let  me  tell  you 
that. 

Frisk.  I  don’t  know.  Madam  Striker,  but  I  believe  they  would 
if  they  could. 

Strik.  Well,  well,  I  like  a  Hackney-,  but ’tis  no  matter, Mr. 
Crazy,  your  fervant -  [_Ex- 

Frisk.  I  muft  be  gone  Sir  too. 

Craz.  Will  you  eclipfe  me  fo  foon  i 

Frisk.  Indeed  I  beg  your  pardon  for  edipfing  of  you",  but  I  can¬ 
not  help  it  at  prefenti  yourfeivant - -  £ex. 

Craz.  Have  you  fuch  Ladies  as  thefe  come  to  vifit  you  i 

Raym.  No  Sir,  I  keep  no  fuch  ill  Company. 

Craz.  Company!  why  they  are  Perfons  of  Honour. 

Raym.  Yes,  yes,  I  know  Habberdafliers  Wives  and  Taylors 
Daughters  are  Perfons  of  Honour;  fare  you  well,  fare  you  well, 
and  keep  your  Perfons  of  Honour  to  yourfelf. 

Craz.  But  do  yee  hear  Sir  i 

Raym.  No  Sir,  no  ;  nowheadlesuponme,  I  am  to  dine  at  Cta- 
tclins  with  fome  Perfons  of  Honour - Adiew.  [Ex. 

Craz.  -'Sdeath  !  how  unlucky  is  this  ,  he  (hould  difcover 
it ,  Boy.  [ 'Enter  Boy.]] 

Soy.  Sir. 

Craz,  Come  in  and  drefs  me  :  Oh  my  head  and  Ihoulders  — 

L^xit. 


The  Second  ACT. 

Enter  Raymund  and  Footman. 

Raym.  V  wonder  my  Lady  Lovcyonths  Woman  appears 
not  yet;  this  was  the  time  appointed !  if ’twere 
■  an  aflignation  for  her  felf,  (he  would  be  more 
J  pun&ual:  Waiting  Women  have  always  the 
Grace  to  keep  touch  for  that.  Sirra ,  Go  tell 
Mrs.  Bridget  I  am  here.  Ftotm, 
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Feotm.  I  will  Sir -  [  Fx . 

Rajm.  I  am  very  uneafie ,  till  I  hear  an  Account  from  her  of  my 
Letter  to  Theodofia ,  Excellent  "theodofia  1  I  have  fought  many  op¬ 
portunities  to  make  my paflion  known  to  her*  and  upon  her  re¬ 
ceiving  it,  depends  my  life  or  death.  £  Enter  Bridget  and 

Oh  Mrs.  Bridget  yourfervant - -  Footman. 

Come  l  you  are  my  little  Genius  from  whom  I  expedt  nothing 
but  good  *  what’s  my  doom  ? 

Bridge  Why  Sir,  (he read  your  Letter ,  and  whether  (he  would 
not  truft  me ,  being  a  Servant  to  her  Aunt  ,  or  what  it  was  ,  I  know 
not*  but  aiethought  your  Letter  did  not  feem  fo  agreeable  as  I 
expe&ed. 

Rajm.  He’s  a  faint  Souldier  that  gives  off  for  one  repulfe,  if  (he 
were  as  hard  to  be  taken  as  CandU ,  1*11  not  raife  the  Siege:  but 
you  are  my  dear  Confident ,  do  me  the  honour  to  receive  this  little 
earned  of  my  Gratitude  :  I  muftconfefs  it  is  toofmall  a  Prefent, 
and  yet  enough  to  make  a  Waiting  Woman  betray  her  [dfide.  _ 
Count!  ey  ,  were  it  in  her  power. 

Bridget.  Really  Sir  ,  you  make  me  blulh. 

Rajm,  No  more,  no  more*  but  dear  Mrs.  Bridget^  can  you  tell 
me  why  your  Lady  fo  narrowly  watches  me,  that  I  could  never 
yet  have  opportunity  to  fpeak  to  her  Niece? 

Bridge  Well!  there  is  nothing  I  can  keep  from  you  *  the  truth 
is,  my  Lady  loves  you  mod pafsionately  5  and  defires  no  fuch  Ri¬ 
vals  as  her  Niece,  I  warrant  you. 

Rajm.  Prethee  don’t  rally  with  me,  but  tell  me  — - - 

Bridg.  You  are  drangely  dull,  if  you  perceive  it  not  your  felf* 
does  fhe  not  admit  thole  that  have  lefs  fortunes,  as  Mr.  Drjbob 
and  Mr.  Brisks  to  make  love  to  her ,  and  yet  bars  you  of  that  li¬ 
berty:  Can  this  be  any  thing  but  her  love  to  you? 

Rajm.  Itisimpofsible. 

Bridg .  Well ,  it  (hall  all  out  *  the  truth  on*t  is ,  (he  can  neither 
think  nor  talk  of  any  thing  but  Mr.  Rajmmd  in  her  very  deep* 
lhe  embraces  me  when  I  lie  with  her ,  and  calls  me  Mr  Rajmund  *  I 
remember  once  fhe  did  it  fo  eagerly ,  I  proted  I  was  afraid  of  a 
Rape. 

Rajm .  If  this  be  true  (he  tells  me,  I  mud  difguifemy  love  to 
her  Niece ,  or  I  (hall  be  fure  to  lofe  her. 
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Bridg.  My  Lady,  Sir  you  know,  has  a  great  Eftate ,  befides  her 
Jointure,  and  has  the  difpofal  of  Theodofia  abfolutely  given  her  by 
her  Brothers  Will. 

Raym.  What  u  lucky  Devil  defign’d  this  to  crofs  me. 

Bridg.  If  you  pleafe  toconfider,  ’tvvould  be  no  ill  bargain  for 
you }  I  ihould  be  very  glad  of  the  honour  to  ferve  you  in  it. 

Raym.  But  I  have  heard  ihe  is  not  yet  aiTur’d  of  the  death  of  her 
husband  ,  indeed  I  have  been  told  he  parted  from  her  about  three 
years  fince  upon  fome  difcontent ,  and  never  fince  was  heard  of. 

Bridg,  Yes  Sir  ,  my  Lady  heard  of  him  from  Venice  ,  from 
whence  about  two  years  fince,  he  went  to  the  War  at  Candia , 
and  we  having  never  heard  from  him  fince,  conclude  him  dead. 

Raym.  Tis  '^ery  probable,  ihe  is  employ’d  by  her  [A fide. 

Lady,  Imuftnottruft  her.  Itmuftbefo,  I  fee  there  is  noway  to 

come  to  the  Niece,  but  by  the  Aunt- - Wonder  notthat /am 

amfurprizd  at  th:s  News,  fince  it  is  a  happinefs  too  great  for  my 
belief. 

Bridg.  Do  you  think  it  a  happinefs  i 

Raym.  So  great,  that  I  am  doubly  paid  for  thelofs  of  Theodofia , 
in  gaining  fo  excellent  a  Lady  as  my  Lady  Loveyouth ;  and  I’ll  af- 
fure  you  there  I  ihould  have  mace  my  firft  addrefs,  but  that  I  heard 
ihe  had  made  a  Vow  of  Widdowhood. 

Bridg.  And  did  you  believe  that  Vow  Sir  i 

Raym.  No  I  warrant  you.  I  would  as  foon  credit  a  [ [A fide . 
Knight  of  the  Poll,  asaprotefting  Widdow.  Dear  Mrs.  Bridget 
let  me  entruft  you  with  my  love  to  your  Lady ,  fince  it  concerns  me 
fo  nearly. 

Bridg.  Sir,  Ifhallbe  very  glad  of  thisoccafion,  and  can  the 
more  eafily  piomife  you  my  afsiftance  in  it ;  fince  Mr.  Sneake,w horn 
I  have  no  fmall  power  over  ,  can  perfwade  my  Lady  to  any 
thing. 

Raym.  Is’t  he  that  fpeaks  nothing  but  Greek  or  Latine ,  or  En- 
gliih  Fuftian  i  He’s  Fellow  of  a  Colledge,  if  I  miftake  not. 

Bridg.  The  fame  Sir. 

Raym.  Indeed  I  have  heard  he  is  a  Well-wiiher  to  you.  But  he's 
out  of  Town - 

Bridg.  He  will  be  in  Town  this  Afternoon ,  I  had  an  Epiftle 
from  him, which  tells  me  fo,  which  perhaps  is  one  ofthepleafant’ft 
you  ever  read.  Raym. 
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Raym.  What's  this? 

A  Letter. 


iy 


Perdurant  and  inconcufled  Miftrifs, 

TIs  not  onelj  my  Solamen ,  but  the  Celfitude  of  my  felicity  ,  that 
the  tranfpiration  of  our  Chafl  Flames  of  Sympathetic k  Amity, 
are  mutually  continuate  ;  tvhofe perpetuity  no  Snake  hair  d  defliny  nor 
Furies-Furibandnsr  theghafily  Ghofts  of  Central  Nigritude,  with  all 
their  damn  d  infernal  Powers ,  can  e'r  evert ,  renode ,  or  difolve - 

Why  this  is  conjuring. 

Bridg.  O  Lord  Sir,  yonder  comes  Mr.  [Enter  Mr.  Drybob 
Dry  bob walk  off  I  befeech  you,  Imuft  with  a  little  French 

not  be  feen  with  you. - Ex.  Raym.  Dog  under  his  arm. 

Dryb.  Well ,  I  knowfome  Sots  ,  that  are  ftilf  presenting  their 
Miftriflfes  rich  Rings  and  Lockets,  till  they  Spend  more  than  their 
Portions  in  the  wooing  of  them  5  but  let  ’em  match  me  for  a  Pre¬ 
lent.  He  e^s  a  pretty  French  Dog  (hall  charm  the  Heart  of  7heo- 
dofta.  This  isasnew a PreScnt  itmaybeascan  be  thought  on.be- 
fides,  really  ’cis  very  pretty  and  fantaftick. 

Bridg.  W hat  has  this  Fopp  got  under  his  Arm  ? 

Dryb.  Befides,  this  Dog  I  Hole  from  my  Mother,  who  lov’d 
him  as  well  as  if  She  had  whelp’d  him  her  Self  5  and  I  can  fay  So  ma¬ 
ny  fine  ingenious  pretty  things  upon  him  too  ,  befides  a  Song  that 
J  have  madeof  him  that  (hall  bewitch  her  certainly. 

Brid%.  How  now  Mr.  Drybob ,  what  are  you  defigning  Some  Re¬ 
formation  i’th  Government,  you  sre  So  ftudious  i 

Dryb ■  Oh  Mrs.  Bridget  your  Servant !  my  little  Fadior  in  Love ! 
ha  !  1  think  that  was  no  ill  exprefsion  of  mine;  but  what  New;  of 
the  Cargo  of  my  Love,  which  I  intrufted  you  with  t  Will  it  turn  to 
account  i  I  think  by  the  way ,  that  thought  of  mine  was  well  e- 
nough?  Oh  what  think’ft  thou  i 
Bridg.  O  admirably  well  Said  1 

Dryb.  Nay,  it  may  be  I  do  fay  as  many  fine  things  in  a  year,  as 
e’r  a  wit  of  ’em  all ;  but  let  that  alone. 

Bridg.  I  think  So,  you  are  the  Chief  of  all  the  Wits, 
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Dryb.  I!  no  alas  ,  not  I  *  I  know  they  will  have  me  one  amongft 
them,  do  what  I  can:  but  deuce  take  me,  if  I  care  much  for  the 
Name  on* tr  Indeed  Ido  value  my  felf  uponReperty  a  little  that's 
the  truth  on’t,  and  not  to  lirtoyou,  I  muftconfefs  I  am  very  hap¬ 
py  in  that ;  but  alas !  who  can  help  it. 

Bridg.  But  what  have  you  got  under  your  Arm  Sir 'T 

Dryb .  A  pretty  little  French  Dog,  which  I  intend  to  facrifice  to 
my  Miftrifs-,  Sacrifice  !  obfervethat  word - hum;  ha. 

Bridg.  What  Sir,  fhall  he  die  for  your  Miftrifs  ? 

Dryb.  I  thank  you  for  that,  ha !  ne*r  a  Dog  in  Chrifiendom  fhall 
have  the  honour  to  die  for  my  Miftrifs  ,  I  intend  to  do  that  my  felf, 
if  there  be  occafion  for'r. 

Bridg .  How  then  Sir  1 

Dryb.  I  intend  to  prelent  him  to  her  delicate  Alablafter  hands, 
as  an  Hieroglyphick  of  my  affedtion  Hterogliphick  1  ha,  ha,  well, 
lam  amaz'd  to  think  how  thefe  thoughts  come  into  my  head.  Iam, 
as  to  matter  of  Jcfts,  asmyF.iend  Ovid  was  in  Verfes,  guic- 

quid  combor  dicer e - -  now  as  I  hope  to  Lve,  this  came  into 

my  head  before  I  was  aware  on*  t. 

Bridg.  Good  lack  !  'tis  wonderful. 

Dryb.  Nay,  faith,  *tis  ftrange,  asthoufayft,  but  would  I  might 
ne'rftiroutof  thisplace,  ifitwasnot  ex  tempore^  I  proteft  and  vow 
as  I^m  an  honeft  man  it  was. 

Bridg.  It  isimpofsible. 

Dryb .  Nay^  prethee  ,  dear  Mrs.  Bridget }  believe  now,  deuce 
take  me,  ifitwasnot  5  but  faith  I  think  Hieroglyphick  was  very 
pretty  and  Catachreftical - hum. 

Bridg.  Sir,  If  you  pleafe,  I*il  facrifice  this  Dog  to  my  Lady  The- 
odofta . - 

Dryb.  No,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  will  my  felf  make  an  Oblation  of 
him  to  her,  asldoof  this  little  Tribute  of  a  Purfe  to  you. 

Bridg.  Your  humble  Servant  Sir. 

If  this  Trade  holds,  T  (hail  get  as  much  by  Bribery  as  e’ra  Magi- 
ftratein  the  Nation  can - 

Dryb .  But  pray  how  does  Theodofu  receive  or  entertain  my  Love? 
no,  no,  my  Flame:  my  Flame  f  ay  Flame :  that's  well  enough  ex- 
preft  too,  hah. 
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Bridg.  Very  well  Sir-,  and  yet  Imuft  tell  you ,  you  have  a  very 
dang’cous  Rival,  one  Mr.  Crazy. 

Dryb.  He,  plhaw  1  a  poKonhim,  he  has  no  wit;  a  damn’d  dull 
fellow ,  he  cannoc  break  a  jeft  in  an  hour :  but  may  I  have  the  liber¬ 
ty  to  go  and  carefs  my  Mitjjfifs. 

Bridg.  No*  Si"  ,  at  ptefent  (lie  is  not  vifible. 

Dryb.  V  ifible  !  ha,  ha,,  ha,  very  prettily  faid  upon  my  life  and 
foul ;  well  I  fee  thou  art  nappy  in  thy  thoughts  fometimes  as  well 
as  1  am.  _  [ Bell  rings. 

Bridg.  Hold  Sir,  /hear  my  Ladies  Bell !  I  am  call’d,  adieu. 

D>yb.  Adi.u —  my  dear  Love  Fadfor,  as  /faid  before. 

Enter  Crazy, 

Here  comes  Crazy,  ha,  ha,  he  is  my  Rival,  pox  on  him  *  /  fear 
him  not  nd,  no ,  Thodofia  hasjudgement  to  diftinguifh  between 
a  dull  fellow  and  a  man  of  parts.  Hold  ,  I  mull  conceal  my 
Dog. 

Craz.  /am  your  Servant  Mr.  Dry  bob. 

Dryb.  OSir,  your  humble  — d —  but  whither  are  you  march¬ 
ing  with  fo  galliard  and  facetious  a  Countenance ,  as  if  you  intended 
this  day  to  (form  Ladies  hearts - hah. 

Craz .  Ha,  ha  /  faith  to  tell  thee  the  truth,  /am  going  to  vifit  a 
Latiy  a  Perfon  of  Honour.  “ 

Dryb.  By  what  Name  or  Title  dignifi’d  or  diftinguifh'd  i 

Craz.  Well ,  honeft  Dry  bob,  thou  art  my  loving  Friend ;  /’ll 
bring  thee  to  her :  She  is  upon  my  honour ,  the  m  ft  delicate  be¬ 
witching  Perfon  *  and /think /may  fay  without  vanity,  hasfome 
affedtion  for  me. 

Dryb.  He  little  thinks  I  am  his  Rival.  Pox  on  me,  if  he  be  not 
one  of  the  dulleft  fellows.  I  could  find  in  try  h  art  to  write  a- 
gainft  him ,  and  /’ll  be  hang’d,  if  in  a  Moneths  time  /  did  not  vvt  ite 
his  Head  off. 

Craz,  On  my  foal  and  confcience  flie  is  one  of  the  raoft  ingeni¬ 
ous  and  judicious  Ladies - and  in  good  earneft  /  don’t  ufe  to 

be  miftaken  in  thefe  things.  /  could  tell  you  many  fymptomes  of 
her  affedfion. 

Dryb.  Symptomes  of  affedtion  ;  to  give  the  Devil  his  due , 

D  that’s 
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that’s  not  amifs  >  but  I’de  be  hang’d  if  I  did  not  break  his  heart 
with  Reperties  in  half  an  hour  for  all  this j  poor  Sot. 

Craz.  As  Sir,  I’ll  tell  you  fome. % 

Enter  Rayliffs  and  arreft  Crazy. 

* 

Bay l,  Mr.  Crazy  I  arreft  you. 

Craz.  Arreft  me !  at  whofe  Suit  ?  Hold ,  hold ,  hands  of£ 
Oh  you  hurt  my  Callous  Node. 

Bay l.  Do  not  tell  us  of  this  and  that ,  I  arreft  you  at  the  Suit  of 
Mounfieur  Pullin,  the  French  Surgeon.  Come  away. 

Dryb.  Let  me  go. - £Craz.  lays  holdon  Drybob. 

Craz.  Prethee,  dear  Drybob,  bail  me. 

Dryb.  Hold  Crazy ,  do  not  name  me ,  I  was  bound  with  a  wit 
for  a  fum  of  money ,  and  ’tis  come  to  an  Execution ,  as  moft  of 
their  debts  do  5  and  there  is  a  Warrant  out  againft  me  —  I  dare 

not  ftay - -  [^Breaks  loole. 

Craz.  Oh  lam  undone,  beyond  redemption. 

Dryb,  So,  fo,  Crazy  iscatch’d  as  fure  as  a  Rat  in  a  Trap. 

Craz.  O  my  Shoulders !  I  am  murder’d  —  [They  tug  and  hale 

him. 

Enter  Mrs,  Errant. 

Errant.  Help,  help,  here,  will  you  kill  Mr.  Crazy  i 
Help,  help. 

Bayl.  Out  you  Strumpet  ,  what  do  you  come  to  make  a 
refcue  i  \_Kuk  her. 

Erratt.  Murder,  murder  !  help,  help. 

Craz.  Good,  honeft,  worthy, loving,  pretty,  dear,  good-natur’d 
Gentlemen,  ftay  but  a  moment. 

Bayl.  No  Sir,  no ;  come  along.  — - — • 

Craz.  Nay,  dear  hearts,  dear  fouls,  I  have  no  money ,  but  here 
is  a  Ring ,  I  had  at  the  Fu  neral  of  my  Uncle  ,  take  that  to  let  me 
have  the  honour  to  fpeak  with  that  Lady. 

Bayl.  Nay,  /’ll  be  glad  for  my  part  to  do  any  Civility  I  can  for 
a  Gentleman. 

Errant.  What’s  the  matter,  Sir,  are  you  arrefted?  /’ll  fetch  you 

bayl.  ■ 
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Craz.  No  it  is  no  matter  for  that ;  but  dear  Mrs.  Errant  thou 
art  my  liie  and  foul,  prethee  tellme ,  how  doft  thou  find  Tbcodo- 
fia  inclin’d ,  do’ ft  thou  think  (lie  loves  me. 

Errant.  Without  queftion  Are  has  fome  kindnefs  for  you ,  flje 
confeft  to  me  you  were  one  of  the  wittieft  perfons. 

Craz.  No  alas,  not  fo  neither. 

Err  art.  And  one  of  the  handfomeft  Gentlemen  fhe  ever  faw. 

Craz.  Nay,  fie,  fie,  that  was  a  little  too  much  ’faith,  file’s  a  ve¬ 
ry  Judicious  Woman. 

Errant.  But  you  have  a  dang’rous  Rival  one  Mr.  Drybob. 

Craz.  He  alas !  alas  1 

Bayl.  Come  Sir,  we  can  flay  no  longer. . 

Craz.  Hold  but  a  little ,  but  one  minute.  [Enter  Raymund. 

Raym.  How  now  Crazy  i  are  they  hurrying  thee  to  bafe  durance, 
and  contagious  prifon  ? 

Craz.  Yes  Raymund,  at  the  Suit  of  Pullin  the  French  Surgeon. 

Raym  Stay  yee  Dogs. 

Bayl.  Who  are  you  i  What  would  you  refcue  our  pris’ner  from 
us?  then  have  at  you. 

Raym.  How  now  Rafcals  ?  [7 hey  fight. 

Errant.  Hey  brave  Mr.  Crazy,  hey  brave  Mr.  Raymund :  So  Sir, 
now  you  are  at  liberty ,  I’ll  take  my  leave;  I'm  inhafte  to  goto 
Mrs.  Striker  the  Habberdafhers  Wife. 

Craz.  And  wilt  thou  remember  me  dear  Mrs.  Errant  ? 

Errant.  Ay,  ay,  I  warrant  you. 

Craz.  Your  moft  obliged  Servant- -  [Ex.  Errant. 

Raym.  Come  on  Crazy ,  thou  behav’ft  thy  felf  bravely. 

Craz.  O  Sir,  Hhould  have  fought  better,  but  for  fome  damn’d 
Puftles  upon  my  Arm  ,  and  fome  Acrochordones  upon  my'right 
Shoulder-,  but  really  Mr.  Raymund  this  is  fuch  adeiive.ance,  that 
nothing  can  Ihew  my  gratitude ,  but  to  bring  you  to  fee  a  Perfou  of 
Honour  hard  by. 

Raym.  What  a  Habberdafhers  Wife  and  a  Journeyman  Taylors 
Daughter - 

Craz.  Nay  prethee  Raymund ,  no  fooling  >  I’ll  tell  thee  who 
’tis,  ’tis3 'heodofia-,  I  hope  ihe  is  a  Perfon  of  Honour  Sir. 

Raym.  Are  you  acquainted  with  her  i 

D  2 
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Craz.  Acquainted!  yes,  yes,  I  (han’t  fay  much ,  but  it  may 

be _  but  I  am  a  fool  for  fpeaking - yet  thou  art  my  friend  , 

(he  commends  me  extreamly,  and  fays  lam  the  vvittieft  Gentle¬ 
man  and  the  fined  perfon ,  and  if  I  may  with  modefty  tell  thee ,  I 
have  fome  affurances  of  her  kindnefs. 

Raym,  Death,  if  I  did  not  know  the  vanity  of  this  Rafcal,  this 
would  ftrangeiy  move  me.. 

Cntz.  But  why  do  1  talk,  you’ll  not  believe  I  am  in  favour 
with  the  Ladies ,  but  I’ll  bring  you  to  her  and  convince  you. 

Raym.  ComeonSir ,  I’ll  gowithyou -  [ Exeunt . 

Enter  Lady  Loveyouth  and  Theodofia. 

La.  Lovey.  Come,  come ,  Gentlewoman  ,  deny  it  not  to  me ; 
I  perceive  your  inclinations  well  enough :  but  pray  let  me  advife 
you  not  tofetyour  thoughts  upon  Mr.  Raymund . 

Theo.  What’s  your  reafon,  Madam? 

La.  Lovey.  My  reafon ,  Minx  !  Come,  come,  there's  fome- 
thing  in’t  that  is  not  fit  to  tell  you, 

Theo,  I  underhand  the  myftery  well  enough ,  but  I  will  fet  my 
heart  upon  him  in  fpight  of  her  ravenous  Ladifliip ,  that  would 
make  him  her  prey. 

La.  Lovey.  Befides,  he's  a  wild  young  Gentleman. 

Theo.  And  you  would  have  the  taming  of  him.  \_Aftde. 

La.  Lovey.  I  believe  he’ll  difpofe  of  himfelf  in  another  place  too 
I'll  allure  you - —This  infolent  Girle  would  come  in  competi¬ 

tion  with  me  fbrfooth.  Do  not  I  allow  you  three  Suiters ,  that’s 
enough  for  any  reafonable  Woman  one  would  think" 

Theo.  And  three  fuch  too !  Madam  / 

La,  Lovey.  Such,  I’ll  affure  you  Mr.  Crazy,  Mr.  Briske,  and  Mr. 
Dryboh  ,  are  three  as  agreeable  perfons  and  as  pretty  Sparks 
perhaps. 

Theo.  And  as  well  match’d  as  any  three  Baboons  in  Europe , 
why,  Madam,  1  would  as  foon  marry  a  Drill  as  any  one  of  them. 
Thelittle  Gentleman  a  Horfe-back  ,  that  leads  the  Bears  to  perfe¬ 
ction,  is  a  Prince  to  any  <>f  them. 

La.  Lovey  Ay,  ay,  I  know  her  drift,  (lie  would  rob  me  of  Mr. 
Raymund ,  but  if  I  have  any  prevailing  Charms  remaining  in  thefe 
Eyes  of  mine,  (he  (hall  not.  Theo. 
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•tfico.  They  Husbands,  why  a  Nunnery  were  more  tolerable, 
to  be  mew’d  up  with  none  but  mufty  old  Women ,  or  your  melan¬ 
choly  young  Eaters  of  Chalk.  I  had  rather  be  kept  waking  at  a 
Conventicle  than  hear  the  name  of  them. 

La.  Levey.  You  are  a  foolilh  Girle !  I  proteft  they  are  pretty 
Gallants  and  Wits  of  the  Town. 

iheo.  Gallants  and  Wits/  Buffoons  and  Jack- puddens  *,  rather 
condemn  me  to  a  little  City-Shop-Keeper, with  whom  I  may  never 
have  new  Gown  and  Handketcher,  but  half  a  year  behind  the  Fa- 
fhion  ;  where  I  may  be  bred  to  rail  againft  the  Ladies  of  the  Court, 
among  my  publick She  Neighbours,  and  to  mince  and  fimper  at 
an  Up-fitting  or  a  Chriftning. 

La.  Levey.  Ay,  ay,  go  on,  go  on. 

7 heo.  To  live  all  the  Week  in  a  melancholy  Back-room, 
and  on  Sunday  go*  to  Church  with  my  Hu  band  ui  a  broad  Hat , 
/hutting  befo  e  me  ,  and  the  Fore-man  of  the  Shop  having 
me  in  one  hand  ,  and  a  huge  Bo&'d  Bible ,  as  big  as  lam,  in 
the  other. 

La.  Levey  Good  Mrs.  Dif-dain  make  much  of  them  ,  for  I’ll 
affine  you,  you  are  like  to  have  no  other  >  I’d  look  to  you  for  Mr. 
j? aymand  I  promife  you. 

iheo.  No  other!  why  I  had  rather  marry  a  Countrey  Juftice, 
that  lives  in  a  Hall- place,  two  mile  from  a  Town;  that*  too  co¬ 
vetous  to  keep  a  Coach ,  and  too  jealous  to  fuffer  me  to  come  to 
London-,  that  makes  me  rife  by  five  a  clock  in  the  morning  to  look 
to  my  Dairy, and  to  receive  Geefe  and  Capons  as  Biibes  to  his  Wor- 
flrp  for  Juftice. 

La.  Leviy.  How  your  T ongue  runs  ? 

ibeo.  Or  when  I  have  a  Holyday ,  to  have  the  liberty  to  walk 
two  mile  to  fill  my  Belly  with  Stew’d  Prunes  or  Rafheis  of  Bacon 
at  a  poor  Neighbours- houfe. 

La.  Lovey.  Good  Mrs.  Nimble  Chopps  they  are  fit  for  your 
betters. 

Theo.  Yes,  for  your  Ladyfhip ,  why  don’t  you  chufe  one  of 
them. 

La.  Levey.  So  I  would,  Mrs.  Malepert ,  had  I  not  vow’d  to  live 
aWiddow. 
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Theo'  A  Widdow  ,  that  keeps  a  Vow  againfl  Marriage,  were 
a  more  raonftrous  Creature  than  the  Filh  taken  at  Greenwich. 

Enter  Bridget. 

La.  Lovey.  How  now  Sauce  Box  ?  Oh  Bridget  where  had  thou 
been? 

Bridg.  Oh  Madam,  I  have  News  for  your  Ladyjhip  ,  that  I 
hope  will  not  be  unpleafanr. 

La.  Lovey.  Forme?  Whatis’t? 

Bridg .  From  Mr.  Raymund  Madam. 

Theo.  How's  this  ? 

La.  Lovey.  From  Mr.  Raymund^  alas,  what  can  that  be  ? 

Bridg.  Madam,  1*11  tell  it  in  your  Ladyfhips  Ear. 

La.  Lovey.  Nay ,  nay ,  pray  lpeak  it  out - well  he’s  an 

excellent  perfon -  [ [4  fide . 

Bridg .  Madam,  he  told  me,  he  had  an  extraordinary  paflk  n  for 
your  Lady/hip, 

Theo.  What  fays /he?  \_Afide. 

La.  Lovey.  Forme/  Omy  dewRaymund,  I  am  fure  I  nave  for 
thee  —  What  did  you  fay  Bridget ,  /did  not  mind  it  ? 

Bridg .  That  Mr.  Raymundhzd  a  very  great  pafsion  for  your  La- 
di/hip,  and  /  am  fure  he  loves  your  Lady /hip  moft  violently. 

Theo.  Can /endure to  hear  this? 

La.  Lovey.  Me,  fie,  fie,  why  fure  he  did  not  tell  thee  fo? 

1  am  tranfported  at  this  happy  News -  [ \Afide . 

Bridg .  /’ll  afliire  your  Ladyihip  he  did,  and  but  that  /would 
not  take  money  to  betray  your  Ladyflfps  affediionSjOffei’d  me  good 
round  Fees,  to  be  his  Advocate. 

Theo .  Perfidious  Man! 

La.  Lovey.  I  told  you  Gentlewoman  he  had  difpos'd  himfelf  in 
another  place. 

Theo.  But  Madam,  you  are  refolv’d  to  live  a  Widdow. 

La.  Lovey.  /know  not,  1  am  as  unwilling  to  marry  as  any  body; 
but  you  know  where  Marriages  are  made,  alas,  there's  no  refilling 
of  our  Fate.  How  /  am  o  r  joy  9d  that  /  /hall  get  him  from  this  con¬ 
fident  Girl !  who  would  be  my  Rival. 


Enter 


Enter  Crazy  and  Raymund. 

Thed.  Here  he  comes ,  that  I  could  breath  infedlion  on  him . 

La.  Love.  Good  lack  i  he’s  here,  and  I  am  not  half  in  order. 
Bridget  you  have  d  reft  me  focarelefly  today. 

Craz.  1  adies  your  moft  humble  Servant,  I  make  bold  to  intro¬ 
duce  a  Friend  of  mine. 

Raym.  Prethee  peace ,  I  can  introdtrce  my  felf. 

La.  Love.  He  is  very  welcome  upon  his  own  account. 

Raym.  Madam,  you  infinitely  oblige  me. 

Craz.  Dear  Madam,  I  kifs  your  fair  hands. 

Theo.  Dear  Sir,  ’tis  very  civilly  done  of  you.  . 

-  Craz.  Alas  Madam  !  but  I  make  bold  to  prefent  this  worthy 
Friend  of  mine. 

Bairn.  Pox  o’  thk  Coxcomb -  f_Afide. 

Madam  ,  I  hope  you  will  dome  the  honour  to  receive  my  duty 

from  my  felf - ha !  what  mean,  this  [Turns  away  from  him. 

fcorn  "■ 

La.  Love.  I  knew  'twould  vex  her  to  fee  him  make  his  applicati¬ 
ons  to  me 

Craz.  Prethee  Raymund  do’ at  be  ttoubled  at  her  averfion,  you 
know  I  told  you  before  I  was  the  only  perfon  in  her  aflfedtion ;  Faith 
I  was  afraid  flic  wou’d  ufe  you  thus. 

Raym,  Curfe  on  this  Fool ,  I  will  find  fome  means  to  put  a 
Ticket  I  have  into  her  hand,  that  will  try  her  farther. 

La.  Love.  Sir,  My  Niece  is  a  fooli/h  ill-bred  Girle ,  that  knows 
not  how  to  value  a  Gentleman;  but  I  hope  you  will  be  fo  juft  to 
me,  to  believe  you  are  to  me  moft  welcome. 

Raym.  If  you  knew  how  much  I  defir  d  tobefo  to  you,  of  all 
your  Sex,  Ifearlfhould  he  lefs. 

La.  Love.  No  Sir,  I  fliould  not  be  fo  uncivil. 

Raym.  ’Slife  /  fhe  comes  on  fafter  than  I  have  occafion  for  her. 
Madam,  Tbfeech  you,  Let  the  violence  of  my  paflionexcufe  me, 
when  I  prefume  -to  tell  you  that  I  have  fo  long  fuffer’d  by  your 
Charming  Eyes,  tha1  I  can  no  longer  keep  my  paffion  in  ;  *tis 
now  too  head- ftrong  for  me. 

La.  Love,  Oh,  he’s  a  rare  perfon -  [A fide. 

Theo, 
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Tbeo.  This  is  an  affliction  which  nothing  can  furpafs  but  the 
love  of  this  Coxcomb. 

Craz.  Well!  ’tis  moft  evident ,  fhehas  apafsionforme,  but 
who  can  help  it. 

Raym.  Kill  not  a  young  Gentleman  at  firftdafh  Madam  ’tis  too 
inhumane. 

La.  Love.  Sir, I  hope  you  intend  nothing  but  honourable. 

Raym.  Injure  me  not  to  fufpedt  my  honour. 

La  Love.  No  Sir,  by  no  means.  Indeed  I  heard  fomething  of 
this  from  my  Maid. 

Raym.  Eut  I  am  now  come  to  prefent  my  heart  with  my  own 
hands. 

La.  Love.  Sir,  If  you  pleafe ,  let  us  retire  a  little  and  difcourfe  of 
this  bufinefs. 

Craz.  Madam/  I  humbly  demand  your  pardon,  Iperceive  your 
averfion  to  Raymund  doesdifturb  you  a  little,  had  I  known  it ,  I 
would  not  have  brought  him  ;  and  yet  faith  he’s  a  very  honeft 
Fellow. 

T hec.  Do  not  believe  fo  ill  of  me',  to  think  any  thing  can  give 
me  a  difturbance  while  you  ate  prefent. 

Craz.  Ah  Madam,  I  kifs  your  fair  hands ;  you  are  fo  obliging, 
really  I  know  not  how  to  deferve  it. 

Iheo.  This  conceited  Afs  can  never  know  when  he  is  abus’d. 

Enter  Drybob. 

Dryb.  Ladies  !  Your  moft  obedient  humble  Footftool,  I  take 
the  liberty  to  pay  my  devoir  here. 

La.  Love.  Y ou  are  welcome,  fweet  Mr.  Drybob. 

Dryb.  Dear  fweet  Lady,  your  Vaflal  couchant.  Raymund ,  fer- 
vant  Raymund.  How  now  Crazy  i 

Craz.  How  I  defpife  this  Fool  ? 

La.  Love.  But  Sir,  what  were  you  faying  ,thefe  Gentlemen  in¬ 
terrupted  us. 

Tbeo.  I  will  conceal  my  refentment,  if  Raymund  ihculd  perceive 
it,  ’t  would  mak e him  more  infolent. 

Dryb.  Madam  ,  You  fee  I  am  a  bold  man ,  that  dare  venture  to 
come  within  Eye-fhoc  of  you.  It  may  be  Crazy  that  was  not’ill 
^ ...  faid. 


The  HVMO'RISTS.  i, 

faid.  But  Madam ,  I  would  adventure  any  danger  toatchieve  a 
0  Kifs  of  your  fair  hand.  Mind  that  Crazy. 

•  Theod.  Sir,  you  have  conferred  a  favour  on  me ,  that  I  cannot  be 
worthy  of,  tho  I  ibould  facrificeall  my  endeavours  to  merit  it. 

Craz.  This  Coxcomb  does  not  find  that  Iheabufes  him. 

Dryb.  Dear  Spark  of  Beauty,  your  are  very  pleafurable  >  but  I 
fwear  Madam  by  the  Tip  of  your  Ear,  that  I  love  you  moft  imma¬ 
culately  ,  there  agen  Crazy -  {Kicks  his  Shins. 

Craz.  Death,  this  Rogue  has  murder’d  me  J  Oh  my  Shins,  a 
Pox  of  his  fine  Sayings. 

Dryb.  And  as  Hieroglyphick  of  that  aflfedfion ,  I  prefent  you 
with  his  little  French  Dog  to  be  Servant  to  your  little  Bitch. 

Craz.  What  an  Employment  has  he  £Theo.  gives  the  Dog 
found  out  to  be  Pimp  to  a  Bitch.  to  Bridget,  xvhocar- 

Theo.  Really  Sk,  it  is  a  Dog  of  a  very  ries  him  away. 
elegant  compofure. 

Dryb.  Admirably  well  faid ,  I  proteft  and  vow,  Madam,  is  it  not, 
Crazy,  I  know  ’twould  take  her  ftrangely ;  but  whac  does  this  dull 
Sot  hope  for ,  that  does  not  fay  two  good  things  in  a  day.  But  / 
befeech  you ,  Madam ,  how  does  your  little  Domeftick  Animal 
your  Bitch.  Mark  that  Crazy,  [  Kicks  him . 

Craz.  *Slife  can’t  a  manftand  in  quiet  for  this  Rafcal ,  if  he  be  fo 
damnable  witty  /’ll  draw  upon  him. 

Jheo.  Really  Sir ,  the  poor  Creature,by  reafon  of  a  great  Defluxi- 
onof  Rheum,  has  fore  Eyes  and  keeps  her  Chamber. 

Dryb.  This  Lady  has  an  admirable  wit ,  pox  on  me  Madam  ,  if  . 
1  am  not  extreamly  afflided  for  the  indifpofition  of  her  body. 

Enter  Bridget. 

Bridg.  Madam ,  here’s  one  from  Mrs.  Errant  _____ 

La.  Love.  Sir,  I  take  my  leave  of  you  at  prefent ,  but  lhall  wait 
on  you  immediately.  {.Ex.  La.  Love. 

Raym.  Your  humble  Servant,  this  is  a  happy  opportunity.  Ma; 
dam,  I  beg  the  honour  of  you  to  hear  me  one  word. 

Theo.  No  Sir ,  I  have  heard  too  much  already. 

Raym.  Hah !  this  anger  of  hers  is  no  ill  fign. 
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Craz.  Prethee  Raymund ,  for  my  fake,  don’t  trouble  thyfelf  for 
this  5  Alas,  I  told  thee  this  before.  That  Coxcomb  may  be  allow’d 
to  be  abus'd. 

Dryb.  Raymund  ,  thou  feed  this  Lady  is  mod  abdemioufly 
fqueamifh,  and  yet  that  damn’d  dull  Fellow  Crazy  does  mod  per- 
tinacioudy  carefs  her*  Poor  Sot,  I  pity  him^ 

Enter  La.  Loveyouth  and  Bridget* 

La.  Love.  Sir,  lam  now  return’d ,  if  you  pleafe  to  the  point* 

j uym.  Poxcf  all  impatient  Widdows. 

Bryb.  Let  me  fee,  I  forgot  fomething  I  was  to  fay  of  this  Dog: 
that  was  worth  Diamonds. 

Craz.  Madam  ,  This  is  a  very  Impertinent  Fellow ,  but  I  could 
wifli  we  were  alone ,  that  we  might  enjoy  our  felves. 

Theo.  That  were  too  great  a  happinefs  for  me. 

Craz.  No  Madam,  you  defer  ve  a  great  deal  more. 

Drjb.  Oh  I  have  it. 

Craz.  Now  is  this  Villain  going  to  breakajed,  and  I  dare  not 
dand  near  him. 

Bryb.  Madam ,  I  mud  confefs  the  Dog  was  not  born  in  France , 
but  of  French  parents  upon  my  honour ,  and  is  of  as  ancient  a 
Family  ,  and  has  as  good  blood  running  in  his  veins  (no  difpraife) 
as  ere  a  Dog  in  France.  But  Raymund  I’ll  (hew  the  Song  I  made  of 
this  Prefent ,  that  may  be  is  well  enough. 

Raym.  Mod  excellent. 

Dryb.  Ay  is’t  not  brisk ,  I  am  aibam’d  to  give  it  to  my  Midrifs, 
prethee  do  thou. 

Raym.  With  all  my  heart.  Madam,Mr.  [changes  it,  and  puts  a 
JDrjbob  defires  to  prefent  t  his  to  you.  Ticket  into  her  hands. 

Theo  A He  might  ha’  don’t  himfelf,.  [She  views  it, 

Ha  !  what’s  this  i 

She  reads, 

MAdam ,  The  love  I  make  to  your  Aunt,  isonely  ailed  by  me , 
finding  I  can  never  come  to  an  opportunity  of  revealing  my 
pafsion  to  you ,  till  by  pretending  love  to  her  l  have  remov'd  all  jea- 

louftis 
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louftes  5  you  fee  at  prefent  fie  watches  me  [0  narrowly ,  that  1  can  find 
no  occafrn  to  tell  you  how  much  I  honour  you ,  who  am  entirely  yours 

Raymund. 

Forgive  my  unjuft  fufpicion ,  this  is  a  happy  turn. 

Dryb.  Come,  Madam,  I  fee  it  pleafes  you  >  if  you  pleafe.  Ma¬ 
dam,  pronounce  it  with  an  audible  voice,  that  this  little  Audience 
may  communicate. 

La.  Love.  Ay,  dofo  Niece.  I  have  feen  very  pretty  things  of 
Mr.  Drybobs ;  or  if  you  will  I’ll  read  it,  give  it  me. 

Theo.  Heaven  1  what  fhall Ido? 

Raym.  Madam,  I  fear  you  are  not  us’d  to  the  hand,  give  me 

leave  - - - - -  [changes  it  for  the  Song. 

Theo.  But  I  hope  Mr. Drybob  will  be  pleas’d  to  give  it  breath, and 
utter  it  harmonioufly. 

Dryb.  My  mellodious  Pipes  are  a  little  obftru&ed ,  but  toferve 
you,  I  will  chant  it  forth  incontinently ,  hem,  hem,  but  Madam, 
I  want  a  Theorbo  to  pitch  my  voice. 

La.  Love.  Will  not  aGittar  ferve  ? 

Dryb.  It  will  in  fome  meafure  fupply  the  defedl. 

La.  Love.  Bridget  go  fetch  one -  and  brings  a  Gittar. 

Dryb.  Now  Raymund  obferve.  Crazy  liften  carefully ,  Me- 
thinks  it  fhould  break  this  Fools  heart  to  fee  how  kindly  I  am 
us’d,  — —  Hem ,  hem. 

Sings. 

I  hope  it  is  your  pleafure 

Tt 0  accept  of  this  Dog  for  a  Treafure , 

From  him  that  loves  you  beyond  all  meafure 
Which  may  myflically  (hew 
What  to  your  Byes  I  owe. 

That  of  your  affection  I  have  put  on  the  Clog , 

And  am  your  mo  ft  humble  Servant  and  Dog, 

With  a  Bow ,  Wow,  Wow  ,  &c. 

Ha,  how  do  you  like  that  chorus,  faith  I  think  it  is  very  new. 
,v(/JL  E  a  Raym. 
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Raym.  'Tisfo,  and  in  my  judgement  has  as  much  fenfe  asmoA 

Chorus’  S. 

Dryb.  Is  it  not  very  brisk  and  facetious  >  hah  i 

Craz.  It  is  fo ,  but  in  good  truth  I  did  not  take  you  for  a  Dog 

before. 

Dryb.  Now  for  a  Reparty  to  knock  down  this  Coxcomb,  with 

Hum _ -  Death  it  will  not  do.  Pox  on’c ,  I  us’d  to  be  more  pre- 

fent  to  my  fe'f. 

Craz.  Madam,  1  befeech you  let’s  retire  from  this  impertinent 
Afs. 

Theo.  Yes,  with  a  more  impertinent  one. 

Dryb.  Now  I  have  it,  ha,  ha,  ha,  though  I  am  a  Dog,  I  am 
not  the  Son  of  a  Bitch  Crazy  ,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Craz.  Why  Sir,  who  isd  [Buffles  up  to  him. 

Dryb.  Nay  Sir,  I  fay  nothing,  Mum  is  the  Italian  tu  quoquc  word. 
Craz.  But  Sir,  let  roe  tell  you,  if  you  be  a  Dog,  and  not  the  Son 
of  a  Bitch,  you  are  not  lawfully  begotten. 

Dryb.  Ha, ha, pox  on  me,  if  it  be  notwell  faid  %  prethee  let  me  kifs 
thee  for  that.  Omy  Conference  my  Company  makes  thee  witty. 

La.  Love.  Sir ,  fince  I  find  you  are  fo  honourable,  if  you  pleafe 
well  with-draw. 

Rdym.  ’Sdeath  I  have  plung’d  my  felf  over  head  and  ears  before 

I  was  aware  on’t - - - -  [Ex.  Raym.  La.  Loveyoutb. 

Theo.  My  T ermagant  Aunt  has  no  mercy  on  her  Lover. 

Craz.  Sir,  notwithftanding  your  mirth,  1  hope  you  are  ready  to 
givemefatisfa&ion  for  the  affront. 

Dryb.  This  dull  infipid  Fellow  fakes  a  witty  reparty  for  an  af¬ 
front  ,  but  I'll  bear  up  to  him.  Sir,  if  you  talk  of  fatisfatflion,  the 
world  knows  I  am  ready  to  attend  any  mans-  motion  in  that 
way. 

Thee.  Gentlemen,  I  muft  retire  a  while. 

Craz.  I  hope  I  ihall  have  the  honour  to  waieon  you. 

Dryb.  Madam  I’ll  wait  on  you, 

Theo.  How  ihall  I  rid  my  felf  of  thefe  Fopps  i 
Craz.  You  wait  on  herd 

Dryb.  YesSirl,  forallyouSir.  Lord,  Sir,  you  are  fo  Iiafiy. 
Craz.  Do  not  be  impertinent,  to  intrude  upon  a  Ladies 

privacy.- ’  ’  :,!  *  Vi  ' ; ' '  "v,!’  '  '  "* 
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Drjb.  Peace  Coxcomb ,  peace.  Come,  Madam ,  1*11  wait  on 
you,  I  vow  this  Fop  makes  me  very  merry. 

Craz.  Prethee  hand  by  and  learn  more  manners. 

Drjb.  Alas,  Madam ,  mind  him  not, 

Thet.  Farewel  Gentlemen  - - -  Qe*. 

Craz.  Keep  back  I  Cay. 

Drjb.  Keep  you  back  then ,  if  you  go  to  that. -  \_Excunt, 


The  Third  ACT. 

Enter  Crazy  and  Drybob  with  their  Sivords  drawn. 

Craz.  come,  have  you  made  your  Will  ? 

ff  Drjb.-  Yes,  yes ,  don’t  you  trouble  your 

K  felfforthac,  I  have  italwayes  ready  upon 

A  thefe  occafions. 

Craz.  If  you  have  not ,  your  Eftate  by 
being  unfettled,  may  come  to  be  divided  among  the  Lawyers,  al¬ 
ter  I  have  kill’d  you. 

Drjb.  Sweet  Mr,  Crazj ,  don’t  think  to  fright  me  ,  for  lama 
Rhinoceros,  ifl  careany  more  for  youthanl  do  for  a  Feather  of  a 
Shuttlecock. 

Craz.  T his  will  not  fright  the  Rogue. -  [_A[ide. 

Under  favour  I  will  run  you  thorow  the  Lungs  immediately. 

Drjb.  He  fliallnotout-huffe  me -  [ Aftde. 

Look  you  Sir,  I  am  no  man  to  be  frighted  ,  though  you  look  as 
big  as  a  Dutch  Trumpeter  >  and  I  think  that’s  well  enough 
faid  too. 

Craz.  Iam  noGentleman,  if  I  do  not  hick  you  to  the  ground 
the  firft  Rafs. 

Drjb.  I  am  the  Son  of  a  Corn-Cutter  if  I  do  not  rip  up  your 
Puddens  inftantly.  Death  this  Rogue  looks  like  a  very  BujJy 
d‘  Ambois. 

Craz,  Come  on  $ir,  have  at  you  -  — yet  if  you  will  refign 

.it  .  '  ' .  ">Theo- 
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Eheodofia ,  1  care  not,  ifl  be  contented  with  a  Leg  or  an  Arm*  not 
that  1  believe  you  have  an  intereft  ;  but  for  form  fake. 

Dryb.  Refign  my  Miftrifs !  ha,  ha,  if  I  flaould ,  do  you  think 
{he  would  marry  a  Fellow  with  a  face  that  looks  like  a  fqueez’d 
Turnip;  and  I  think  there’s  aSatyricalBob  upon  you. 

Craz.  I  muft  try  fome  other  way. 

Dryb-  Why  you  look  already  as  fowrely  as  the  Pifture  of  a 
Stabb’d  Lucrece.  I  (hall  break  the  [Craz.  beats  Dryb.  Sword 
Rogues  heart  with  thefe  Bobs.  out  of  his  hand,  before  he 

Craz.  Now  Sir,  pray  quickly.  is  aware  on  t. 

Dryb.  Hold ,  hold,  I  cannot  pray  very  well ,  but  I  can  run  as 
well  as  mod  men  in  the  Nation ,  which  will  ferve  my  turn  better 
at  this  time -  [  Runs . 

Craz.  Are  you  fo  nimble ,  I  (hall  overtake  you  ;  ’Slife  this 
Rogue  has  run  his  heats  at  New  Market  [Dryb.  runs  round  the 
I  think -  Stage  and  Crazy  af- 

Dryb.  This  is  a  lucky  opportunity.'  ter  him - 

[Craz.  lets  fall  one  of  the 
Enter  Mrs.  Friske  pafsing  flowly  Swords. 

over  the  Stage - [Dryb.  takes  it  up  and 

fights. 

Craz.  Hold,  hold,  I  fay ;  I’ll  fpare  your  life  two  minutes  ,  till  I 
wait  upon  you,  Lady. 

Dryb.  You  fpare  my  life  !  I  fcorn  your  words ;  but  I  will  in 
•mercy  let  you  take  your  leave  of  her  5  fince  ’tis  the  laft  time  you 
{hall  ever  fee  her. 

Frisk.  Ah -  what’s  here,  a  Sword  drawn -  [Skrieks. 

Craz.  Be  not  afraid,  Madam  Frisk ,  I  am  fighting  with  a  Am¬ 
ple  fellow  here  for  your  honour. 

Frisk.  For  my  honour  ?  I  was  going  to  Mr.  Brisk' s  Lodging , 
I’ll  call  him  to  help  you. 

Craz.  By  no  means.  Dear  Madam  Friske  let  me  kifs  but  this 
fair  hand ,  and  that  will  infpire  me  to  kill  twenty  fuch  Rafcals  in  an 

Afternoon - But  where  (hall  I  have  the  honour  to  wait  upon 

you  by  and  by  ? 

Frisk.  Put  up  your  Sword  then ,  I  will  be  at  my  Lodging  with¬ 
in  a  quarter  of  an  hour ,  and  I  (hall  have  never  a  friend  with  me. 

Dryb,  What  will  you  ne’r  have  done  there? 

Craz'. 
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Craz.  Madam  ,  L  will  but  run  this  Fellow  thorow  the  Body  a 
little ,  and  /’ll  not  fail  to  wait  oft  you. 

Drib.  If  /fall  on  now  /(hall  come  off  with  honour,  for  (lie’ll  be 
fure  to  call  fome  body  to  part  us.  [Runs  at  Crazy . 

Frisk.  Help,  help,  Mr.  Briske.  Oh  help,  help  Mr.  Briske. 

Crass.  Stand  your  ground  you  Coxcomb,  [Eight ,  and  Craz. 
do  you  think  /  am  bound  to  fight  you  by  drives  Dryb.  back. 
the  mile. 

Enter  Mr.  Briske  and  Friske. 

Brisk.  Where  are  they  ? 

Frisk.  There ,  I  dare  not  ftay  to  look  on  them - -  [Exit: 

Brisk.  Hold ,  hold  !  What  a  pox  ails  you  i  Hold,  hold  ,  you 
Wits  can  never  agree  among  your  felves-,  you  are  notfoftrong  a 
Party ,  that  you  Ihould  need  to  deftroy  one  another :  you  are  fight¬ 
ing  here  as  fiercely  as  Guy  of  Warwick  and  Colbrand  the  Dane. 

Dryb.  Faith  Jack  Briske  that’s  a  pretty  thought  of  thine,  ha,  ha. 

Brisk.  Put  up  ,  for  fhame ,  put  up ,  and  be  Piladcs  and  Orefles , 
what  was  your  quarrel  ?  I  am  afraid  you  do  not  underff  and  thefe  nice 
points  of  honour.  Let  me  hear ,  how  was  it  i 

Craz,.  He  had  theinfolence  obliquely  to  give  me  the  Nameof 
Son  of  a  Bitch. 

Dryb.  I  proteft  and  vow  he  gaue  me  the  ignominious  appellation 
of  a  Dog,  like  a  damn’d  Cynick  Phylofopher. 

Brisk.  Why  look  you,  here’s  your  miftake  already :  Why  /  was 
call’d  Son  of  a  Whore  at  Chatolins  laft  night ,  and  what  do  you 
think  1  did  i 

Crass.  According  to  the  Laws  of  honour  7  make  no  queftion. 

Dryb.  P’fliaw  ,  you  underftand  thofe  things  no  more  than  a  Cor 
flermonger. 

Brisk.  Pifli,you  are  out,  you  are  out!  Lord.  Lord,  To  fee  the 

fault  of  mens  Education,  ill  tell  you - -  when  he  call’d  me  Son 

of  aWhore,/ev’n  took  him  up  roundly,  and  told  him  flat  and 
plain  Ifcorn’d  his  words.  Now  by  this  means  I  put  this  Rogue  out 
of  his  Road}  the  Sot  knew  not  what  to  reply ,  /took  fuch  anew 
way  of  affronting  him. 

Crass.  This  fellow  is  no  better  than  a  Coxcomb, 
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Di'jb.  I  am  the  Son  of  a  Squirrel ,  if  this  was  not  mighty  pretty 

and  exotick. 

Brisk.  Ay,  was’t  not ,  I  knew  I  (hould  vex  the  heart  of  him 
with  this  affront ,  and  upon  my  honour  it  incens'd  him  fo  devillifh  - 

ly  ,  that  ha,  ha,  ha - - he  gave  me  three  as  good  fufficienc 

fubilantial  kicks  as  a  man  would  wi/h  to  fee  in  a  Summers  day, 
ha,  ha,  ha. 

Dryb.  But  what  didft  thoureply  to  the  kicks,  £ack,  ha  * 

Brisk.  Why  faith  when  he  kick’d  me ,  I  told  him  very  fmartly, 
I  fcorn’d  fuch  ill-bred  Sots  from  my  heart ,  and  that  I  thought  him 
as  much  below  me  as  the  fellow  that  cries  Tinder-Boxes  and  Moufe- 
Trapps ;  and  then  fung  a  Corant  of  Berkenfliarvcs  in  D’fol ,  re, 
fa,  la,  la,  la. 

Dryb,  By  Cay  land  Ben.  Suker ,  znd'fajfalttta,  moft  judiciouily 
manag’d. 

»  Brisk.  At  this  he  was  amaz’d ,  and  faid  I  was  a  Stoick,  but  I 
fung  on,  fa  la,  la,  la,  which  by  the  way  is  an  excellent  Corant , 
thou  (halt  hear’t ,  fa  la,  la. 

Dryb.  In  good  faith  it  is  a  very  merry  and  lufcious  Corant. 

Brisk.  But  come,  my  dear  friends,  embrace,  embrace. 

Craz.  Sir,  under  favour,  I  do  no  more  care  for  him,  than  I  do  for 
one  of  your  Operators  for  Teeth. 

Dryb.  Nor  I  for  you,  any  more  than  for  one  of  thofe  obftrepe- 
rous  wide-mouth’d  Rogues  that  cry  Spratts,  which  I  think  by  the 
way  is  another  guefs  thought  than  yours,  ha,  ha. 

Brisk.  Come ,  upon  my  honour  you  (hall  embrace ,  and  I  wi'l 
bringyou  to  my  Miftrifs,  and  we’ll  have  Fiddles  and  dance  too. 

Crass,  Nay,  if  there  be  a  Lady  in  the  Cafe  I  fubmit. 

Dryb.  And  fthatcarel,  nobody  (hall  bee  too  hard  forme  in 
kindneff. 

Craz,.  Your  Servant,  Mr.  Drybob. 

Dryb.  Your  humbleServant  Mr.  Crazy. 

Brisk.  So  come,  let’s  go  to  my  Miftrifs ,  fa  la,  la,  la. 

Craz,  This  was  a  lucky  r’ancounter -  [Exeunt. 


Enter 


TnetTKnvi  u  a  Jo  i  o, 

Enter  Bridget  and  Sneaker 
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Bridg.  Good  Mr.  Sneake,  you  will  overfet  me  with  Learning, 
you  fmell  fo.ftrongof  theUnverfity. 

Sneak.  Truly  Mrs.  Bridget ,  by  the  interpoficion  of  an  Opacous 
diftance  between  thofe  Luminaries  your  Eyes  and  my  felf ,  I  have 
fufFer’d  a  Deliquium ,  viz.  an  Ediple. 

trjdg.  You  have  not ,  I  deny  your  Major. 

Sneak.  I  could  delucidate  this  by  way  of  illuftration ,  butlcon- 
fefs  Metaphors  are  not  argumentive ;  but  your  Ey  es  I  fry  are  like 
the  Birds  in  the  Uycinian  Groves ,  which  by  the  refulgency  of  their 
Wings  did  guid  the  wandring  Traveller ,  and  enlighten  the  moft 
Opacous  tenebrofity. 

Bridg.  So  much  for  this  time ,  yonder  comes  a  ft  anger  >  we 
will  retire.  . 

Sneak.  I  am  youx  Servant  in  any  thing  within  the  Sphere  of  my 
Adiivity 

Enter  Sir  Richard  Loveyouth  in  dtfguife. 

Bridg.  Who's  this  — -  [_Ex. 

Sneak •  You  fhall  have  conference  with  her ,  I  will  caufe  her  to 
approach  incontinently. 

Sir  Rich.  What  Coxcomb  have  we  got  here  i  well  this  difguife 
and  my  long  abfencewill  fecureme  from  my  Wives  knowledge, 
l  am  refolv’d  to  try  her  farther.  'Tis  polfible  that  impertinence, 
that  vanity  and  frowardnefs,  that  made  me  leave  her,  by  this  time 
may  have  forfaken  her - —  Here  Ihe  comes.  I’ll  obferve  her. 

Enter  La.  Loveyouth. 

Madam,  Are  you  my  Lady  Loveyouth. 

La.  Lovey.  I  am,  would  you  have  any  thing  with  me  ? 

Sir  Rich.  I  am  the  unhappy  Mefienger  of  ill  news  to  your  Lady- 
fhip. 

La.  Lovey.  Ill  news  i  What  can  that  be? 

Sir  Rich.  Your  Husband ,  Sir  Richard  Loveyouth. 

F  La.  Lovey. 


-  la.  Love.  My  Husband !  What  of  him  i  I  hope  he  is  not  living 


yet. 

Sir  Rich.  Madam  ,  He  is  dead. 

La.  Lov.  Dead  !  and  how  dy’d  he  ? 

Sir  Rich.  He  was  kill’d  in  Candia  in  that  fatal  Sally  made  by  the 
French  upon  the  T urks. 

La.  Lov.  Art  thou  fure  of  it  i 

Sir  Ric.  This  is  very  fine.  \_Afdc. 

Madam ,  I  brought  off  his  body ,  having  then  the  honour  to  be  his 
Servant,  and  to  confirm  what  I  fay ,  behold  this  Ring  of  his. 

La.  Lev-  It  is  fo  5  but  I  will  not  affh<£  my  felf  farther,  we  muff 
all  die  ;  the  grief  that  was  due  to  his  memory ,  I  believing  him. 
dead  ,  have  paid  alteady. 

Sir  Rich.  Avery  ftiort  liv’d  grief  I  thank  her  for’t.  Ha !  I  have 
aw3yto  makedifcoveries  of  her,  thatmaybecaufeof  a  Divorce,, 
which  Heaven  fend  me.  Madam,  the  death  of  my  Matter  has  put 
me  out  of  employment ,  and  if  your  Ladyihip  has  any  vacant  place, 
I  beg  to  ferve  you.  I  will  do  it  faithfully. 

La.  Lov.  You  fpeak  very  feafonably  ;  for  my  Gentleman- 
Ulherdy’d  laft  week  for  love  of  my  Shoemakers  Daughter,  you 
ihall  fucceed  him. 

Sir  Rich.  A  worthy  Employment — — —  \_Afide. 

Madam ,  I  humbly  thank  you. 

La ■  Lov.  Much  good  may  it  do  you,  and  as  a  beginning  of 
your  fervice ,  pray  go  into  the  next  room ,  and  defire  Mr.  Raymund} 
a  handfom  worthy  Gentleman  ,  that  waits  there,  to  come  to  me. 

Six  Rich.  I  will  Madam  — A  very  good  beginning —  \_A[idec 

Enter  Raymund  and  Sir  Richard. 

La.  Lov.  Now  Mt.  Raymund  I  am  affur'd  of  my  Husbands 
death. 

Raym.  How  Madam? 

La  Lov.  This  honeft  fellow ,  whom  I  have  entertain’d  into  my 
fervice,  fawhim  dead.  Pray  tell  him  you  Sir. 

Sir  Rich,  o  Devil.'  what’s  this?- - ^  l4fide, 

’Tis  too  true  Sir. 
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La.  Lev.  And  now  Sir  I  take  the  liberty  to  tell  you  I  can  n* 
longer  be  relraflory  to  your  honourable  defires. 

■>  Enter  Bridget  with  a  Letter. 

Bridg.  Sir,  Here  s  a  Letter  for  you  left  by  aPorter  5  who  faidic 
requir’d  noanfwer  and  is  gone. 

Raym.  For  me,  what  can  it  be< 

La.  Lev.  W  here's  my  Niece  f 
Bridg.  In  her  Chamber,  Madam.' 

La.  Lov.  If  flie  offers  to  intrude  upon  Mr.  Raymund  and  my  felf; 
tell  her  we  are  bufie. 

Bridg,  I  will  Madam. 

La.  Lev.  And  do  you  hear  i 
Raym.  Shall  I  believemy  Senfes  ? 

Reads/ 

I  Cannot  but  be  fenfibleof  the  honour  you  dome  in  your  Professions  of 
kindnefs  tome ,  and  (ince  this  Paper  cannot  blu(h ,  I  prefume  to  ted 
you  what  nothing  but  the  reflraint  ifuffer  could force  mt  to  j  which  is, 
that  your  perfon  and  your  pafsion  are  tfteemdby 

T on  may  tru(l  this  Bearer.  T heodofia.. 

Ah  my  dear  Lbeodofia. 

Enter  Theodofia, 

La. Lov.  How  now  Mime?  What  makes  you faweily intrude 
upon  Mr.  Raymund  and  me  i 

Theo,  A  certain  curiofity  of  doing  things  that  are  forbidden 

me. 

La.  Lov.  ’Tis  very  well ;  but  pray  gape  not  after  him.  You 
may  if  you  pleafe  call  him  Unde :  In  the  mean  time  get  you  in. 

Raym.  Curfe  on  her  impertinent  Jealoufie. 

Madam,  I  have  toofhort  a  time  to  tell  youhowlamtranfported 
at  your  Letter.  F  *  Theol 


?<s 
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Theo.  Pray  take  care,  we  are  fpy ’d  ;  talk  with  Bridge ty  I  am  af- 
fur’dof  her  faith  to  me. 

La.Lov,  Good  lack!  Niece,  you  might  have  fpokenlowd, 
Mr.  Raymund  would  have  trufted  me  ;  but  pray  get  you  to  your 
Chamber. 

Thco.  Well  Auat  Ilhall  be  quit  with  you -  [Ex. 

La.Lov.  Hark  you  Robin.  [whifpers  Sir  Rich. 


Mrs.  Bridget,  fince  Theodofia  has  intruded  you,  you  muft 
notrefufe  to  bring  me  privately  into  her  Chamber  this  Night. 

I  (hall  be  glad  to  ferve  you ,  but  my  Lady  will  difcover 


Bridg. 


it. 


Raym.  Let  me  alone  to  manage  that;  I’ll  difpofe  of  her  that 
flielfeall  never  know  of  it. 

La.  Lev.  Mr.  Raymund  I  beg  your  pardon;  but  if  youpleafe  ac 
prefent  we  will  with- draw. 

Raym.  I’ll  wait  on  your  Ladylhip. 


Enter  Crazy  ,  Brisk,  and  Dry  bob. 

Brisk.  Ah  Madam  /  your  Ladyfliips  humble  Servant. 

La.Lov.  Gentlemen  your  Servant. 

Brisk.  Where  is  your  Niece  > 

La.  Lov  I’ll  fend  her  to  you  - -  La.  Lov.  Raymr 

Brisk.  Now,  youfhall  fee  my  Miftrifs.  and  B:  ic'get. 

Lryb.  This  is  a  very  good  jeft  i  faith,  Crazy  ;  his  Miftrifs, 

Craz .  That  men  fliould  underftand  themfelves  no  better  ? 

Brisk.  Fa,  la,  la,  la ,  that’s  an  excellent  Corant ;  really  I  muft 
confefs  Grabti  is  a  very  pretty  hopeful  man  ,  but  Berken/haw  is 
a  rare  fellow  %  give  him  his  due,  fa  la,  la,  lor  he  [Walks  about 
can  teach  men  to  compofe,  that  are  deaf,  dumb,  combing  his 
and  blind.  Feruke. 

Lryb.  This  is  a  good,  pretty,  apjlh, docible  fellow;  really  he 
might  have  made  a  very  pretty  Barber  Surgeon ,  if  he  had  been  put 
out  in  time :  but  it  arndes  me  extreamly ,  to  think  how  he  will  be 
Dob’d? 

,  yes,  he  will  be  bob’d ;  that  men  ihould  be  fcmi- 

,  on  my  Confcience  and  S.oul  the  Palat  of  his  Judge¬ 
ment. 


Craz.  Yes 

ffaken. . 

Lnb.  Ay ; 
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ment  is  down  ;  and  by  the  way  how  do’ft  like  that  Metaphor  or  ra¬ 
ther  Cat. ic  hr  efts t  , 

Craz.  Oh  admirably. 

Brisk.  Dry  bob. 

Craz.  W hile  thefe  Coxcombs  are  in  difcourfe ,  I’ll  privately  go 
in  and  fee  my  Miftrifs -  ££.*:.  Craz. 

Brisk.  Here’s  a  Perriwig,  no  Flax  in  the  world  can  be  whiter ; 
how  delicately  it  appears  by  this  Colour’d  Hanging ,  and  let  me 
advile  you  ever  while  you  live ,  if  you  have  a  fair  Peruke ,  get  by  a 
Green  or  fome  Dark  colou ’d  Hanging  or  Curtain,  if  there  be  one 
in  the  Room-  Oh  itfets  it  off  admirably. 

Drib.  A  ve  y  Metaphyfical  Notion. 

Brisk.  And  befureif  your  Eye- brows  be  not  black,  to  black 
’em  foundly  ;  ah  your  Black  Eye- brow  is  your  falhionable  Eye¬ 
brow.  I  hate  Rogues  that  wear  Eye- brows  that  are  out  of 
Falhion. 

Dryb.  Ey  the  foul  of  Grefham  amoft  Phylofophical  Invention. 

Brisk.  T hou’lt  fcarce  believe  it,  but  upon  my  honour,  two  La¬ 
dies  fell  in  love  with  me  one  day  at  the  Kings  Play-Houfe ,  and  are 
in  a  defperate  condition  at  this  very  time,  for  this  Perywig. 

Dryb.  But  why  are  you  fo  cruel  i 

Brisk.  Alas  I  it  I  Ihould  mind  every  Lady  that  falls  in  love 
with  me,  I  Ihould  have  a  fine  time  on’t  indeed. 

Dryb.  Stultorum omnia  plena  !  I  am  the  fpurious  ilTueof  a  Filh- 
monger,  if  a  more  conceited  Puppy  ever  prefented  himfelf  to  my 
Eyes. 

Brisk.  I  had  three  feveral  Suits  in  one  year  won  me  three  very 
ingenious ,  quick-fpirited ,  and  very  pretty  merry  conceited  Ladies 
as  any  are  within  the  Walls  ot  Europe.  You  muft know  Ido  value 
my  felf  upon  my  Clothes  and  the  judicious  wearing  of  ’em. 

Dryb.  Nay  certainly  you  are  amoft  compleat  and  polite  Gentle* 
man  in  the  opinion  ofatltaft  two  befides  yourfelf. 

Brisk.  No,  no;  but  I’ll  tell  thee  an  honeft  fellow  of  ovy  acquaint¬ 
ance,  by  imitating  one  of  my  Saits,  got  himfelf  a  Widdow  of 
3000 1.  a  year  Peny  Rent, 
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Enter  Crazy  and  Theodofia. 

Craz.  Pray  Madam ,  let  me  advife  you,  don’t  run  yourfelf 
into  trouble  with  thefe  Puppies,  but  let  us  enjoy  our  felves  ia 
private. 

iheo.  Sir ,  I  mud  obey  my  Aunt ,  ’tis  not  for  want  of  Inclinati¬ 
on  to  your  fweet  Society,  I  affureyou. 

Brisk.  Ah ,  my  Queen  Regent ,  I  falute  the  hem  of  your  Gar¬ 
ment. 

Tbeo.  I  cannot  without  a  blufli ,  allow  the  humility  of  the 
addrefs. 

Dryb.  Thou  (halt  fee  Crazy  how  (he’ll  abufe  him ,  for  I  am  the 
Son  of  a  Bum-Bayly  if  (he  has  not  the  moft  exuberant  and  luxuri¬ 
ous  exprefsions  that  ever  enter’d  the  concave  of  this  Ear. 

Craz.  This  Fool  Drybob  has  no  more  undemanding  than  a 
Gander. 

Brisk.  By  the  Coat  of  our  Family ,  which  is  an  Afs  Rampant, 
a  very  ancient  and  honourable  one ,  I  am  ready  to  venture  my  life 
under  the  B  inner  of  your  Beauty  5  and  honour  you  fo,  that  I  would, 
oh  ’tis  incomparable,  ’tis  incomprehenfible. _ . 

Theo.  By  my  Grandfather’s  Spur-leather,  which  was  in  thofe 
dayes  worn  by  very  honourable  Perfons ,  you  oblige  me  fo  imma- 
derately :  T hat  oh - ’tis  admirable,  tis  inexprefsible ! 

Craz,  How  I  blufh  for  this  fellow ! 

Brisk.  Come,  Madam,  let’s  be  frolick,  Galliard,  and  extraordi¬ 
nary  brisk ,  fa,  la,  la,  la. 

Zbeo.  Sir,  I  cannot  behold  the  lines  of  that  face,  but  I  am  pro¬ 
vok’d  to  mirth ,  fa,  la,  la,  la. 

Brisk.  Look  you  there  Drybob  and  Crazy,  look  ye - 

Craz,  Madam  ,  I  am  fo  interrupted  by  thefe  fellows,  that  I  have 
not  time  to  tell  you  that  1  feed  a  Flame  within  ,  which  fo  torments 
me. 

Dry  b.  Pox  on’t  that’s  ftole  out  of  a  Play. 

Craz.  What  then,  that’s  lawful ;  ’tis  a  drifting  age  for  wit,  and 
every  body  lies  upon  the  Catch. 

Brisk.  O  Madam,  where  were  you ,  that  I  mifs’d  youlaft  Night, 
at  the  Park  ? 
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7hee.  Did  you  Ihine  there  laft  Night? 

Brisk.  Madam,  I  did;  for  after  I  had  pranc’d  before  your  Win¬ 
dow  upon  my  Roan-Nag,  in  honour  to  my  Love , - 

Did  you  fee  me  Madam?  -x 

Thco.  O  Sir,  my  Eyes  met  yon  in  your  Career,  by  the  fame  to¬ 
ken  you  had  a  Muskatoon  and  Piftols. 

Brisk.  I  had  fo  Madam,  and  my  man  carry’d  a  skrew’d  Gun, 
that  I  bought  at  Bruffels-,  for  Ialvvayes  love  to  do  thofe  things  tn 
Cavalier ;  but  thus  equipped ,  I  went  to  take  the  Air  in  the  Park, 
and  immediately  all  the  Ladies  and  Perfons  of  Quality  left  the 
Tour  and  came  about  me,  and  were  moft  incomparably  pleas’d 
with  the  falhion  ;  fo  that  I  am  refolv’d  next  time  to  go  with  Back, 
Break,  and  Head- Piece.  £ Florifh . 

Tbeo.  Moft  accutely  imagin’d. 

Brisk.  But  hark  you  Madam, yonder  are  my  Fiddles:  I  befpoke 
’em ,  and  pray  let  me  have  the  honour  to  dance  with  you ;  it  may 
be  you  will  like  my  m  anner  well  enough. 

Bryb.  But  w»e  want  Women. 

Crass.  I’ll  fupply  that.  Madam,  immediately. 

Brisk.  Prethee  do,  and  make  hafte  Crazy. 

Craz.  Now  will  I  be  reveng’d  upon  Brisks ,  and  bring  his  own 
Strumpet  hither. -  [Ex  Crazy. 

Enter  Lady  Loveyouth  and  Raymund. 

Baym.  You  muft  not  deny  me  this  Evening  fome  private  Con¬ 
ference  with  you. 

La.  Lov.  But  how  (hall  I  keep  it  from  the  knowledge  of  my 
Niece. 

Baym.  I’ll  tell  you ,  Madam ,  If  you  pleafe  to  walk  in  the  Gar¬ 
den  ,  I’ll  come  in  at  the  Back-door  and  wait  on  you  there ,  where 
we  will  confer  about  our  mutual  happinefs. 

La.  Lov.  I  will  not  fail - 

Brisk.  My  honourable  Aunt  that  lhall  be,  I  adore  your  Shoe- 
firings. 

La.  Lott.  O  Lord  Sir ,  your  Servant,  Come  on  Mr.  Raymund. , 
let’s  hear  you  break  a  }eft  ,  and  put  thefe  two  Wits  out  of 
Countenance. 

Jhet] 
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"Thee.  Methinks  Mr.  Hrybcb  is  a  notable  man. 

Brisk.  Ay,  Madam ,  as  far  as  Inns  of  Court  breeding  5  but  ala*, 
we  are  above  thofe  things, 

Raym.  Are  you  above  Inns  of'Court  breeding  * 

Brisk.  Yes,  that  I  am  Sir,  what’s  that  to  you  r 
Raym.  Why  it  is  not  fix  Moneths  fince  you  us’d  to  1  eep  Com¬ 
pany  with  none  but  Clerks  ,  and  call  for  your  Three-pence  in 
Beef  at  Hercules  Pillars  or  the  Harrow  in  Chancery- Line  \  where  the 
whole  Company  us’d  to  fall  out  about  the  dividing  of  Three-half¬ 
pence:  when  every  Night  you  us’d  to  drink  Ale  and  put  Law 
Cafes  as  long  as  you  could  fee. 

Brisk  You  are  merry  Sir. 

Hryb .  And  where  you  us’d - 

Raym.  Nor  is  it  five  Moneths  fince  I  favvyou  fiiut  mofi  Maje- 
flically  in  the  Hall  and  inveagle  a  third  man  at  Six-penny  In  and  in, 
and  by  the  help  of  a  dozen  men,  chaftizeone  poor  Topper  or  Pal¬ 
mer;  where  I  have  feen  you  moft  magnanimoufly  afsift  at  the 
pumping  of  a  Bawd,  or  the  walhing  and  trimming  of  a  Baily . 

Hryb.  Where  I  have  feen  you  if - 

Brisk.  Is  this  your  breeding  i 

Hryb.  A  pox  on’t  a  man  cannot  fpeak  for  you. 

Brisk.  But  Sir ,  I’d  have  you  know  I  was  as  well  efteem’d  there 
as  any  man  that  ever  eat  Loyns  of  Mutton  dry-rolled  yet ,  and 
danc’d  as  well  at  the  Revels  too. 

Hryb.  I  have  feen  you  there,  how  you - 

Brisk.  And  let  me  tell  you  that  at  chriflmafs,  when  we  were  to 
have  had  a  Prince,  I  was  as  fair  for  preferment  as  any  man  there. 

Hryb.  Yes,  and  I  can  tell  you  - - 

Brisk.  But  the  Government,  by  reafon  of  fome  civil  diflentions 
fell  that  Chrifimafs  to  a  Common-wealth  ;  but  alas  1  am  above 
thefe  things. 

Hryb.  Above  ’em  1  - -  I’ll  tell  you  - — 

Raym.  Why  this  tome? 

Hryb.  Pox  of  thefe  uncivil  fellows ,  they  won't  let  a  man  break 
ajeftamong’em  ;  and  Madam,  lam  the  Son  of  a  Baboon  if 
ftoppage  of  Wit  be  not  as  great  a  pain  to  me  as  ftoppage  of 
Urine. 
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1 Uym.  Have  not  I  Teen  you  within  thefe  three  Moneths  lolling 
out  of  Mundens  with  a  Glafs  of  Windy- Bottle- Ale  in  one  hand 
and  a  Pipe  of  Mundungus  in  the  other-,  and  out  of  a  brisk  gay  hu¬ 
mor,  drinking  to  Paflengers  in  the  Street. 

Brisk.  ’Tis  well  Sir,  I  hope  you  will  give  me  fatisfa&ion  for  thefe 
affronts  2 

Baym.  Yes,  as  much  as  you  dare  ask. 

Brisk.  Then  blood  will  enfue. 

Enter  Crazy  and  Friske. 

Craz.  Madam  ,  here  is  one  Lady. 

Brisk.  Death  this  Rogue  has  undone  me/  Triski  here!  Thee- 
dofia  will  for  ever  difown  me - — 

Baym.  What’s  the  matter  Brisk:  i  are  you  Planet  {truck.  Crazy , 
I  could  hugge  thee  for  this. 

La.  Lov.  We  need  your  afsiftarice  in  a  Dance,  Madam. 

Frisk.  Your  Servant  fweet  Madam  5  Lord,  Mr.  Brisk,  you  need 
not  befoftrange. 

Brisk.  Ah  Cofin  your  Servant. 

Thee.  Is  (he  your  Cofin  Sir  i 

Frisk.  Mr.  Brisk  is  none  of  my  Cofin  ,  I  affureyour  Ladylhip  5 
is  my  Servant, nay  perhaps  there  is  a  little  nearer  relation  betwixt  us. 

Thee.  How’s  this  Sir  i 

Brisk.  ’Slife,  this  She  Devil  will  ruin  me/  Alas,  Madam,  file's 
merry,  (he  drolls  5  but  come  lets  dance  and  put  thefe  things  out 
of  our  heads.  Come  in  Minnim  and  Crotchet  and  fegue  your  Vi¬ 
olins  away ,  fa,  la,  la,  la. 

Enter  Mrs.  Striker. 

Craz.  O  Heaven!  who’s  here,  I  am  undone.  [_Hcgoestethra(i 

Brisk.  This  is  a  Revenge  beyond  my  expeda-  her  away, 
tion,  ftand  by  Crazy  5  whither  doyouput  the  Lady  t  Comeiil 
Mrs.  Striker  *  here’s  a  Jtfiftrifs  of  Crazy's  will  ferve  to  make  up  the 
number  of,  Dancers ,  .Madam.  . 

Craz.  Prethce  begone,  if  thou  lov ft  me.  '  * 

Striker,. 
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Striker.  Come  Mr.  Crazy,  this  won’t  pafs  upon  me. 

Your  Ladyfhips  moft  obedient  Servant -  [t o  Theod. 

Raym.  Bear  up  Crazy ,  you  know  flic’s  a  Perfon  of  Honour. 

Craz.  Come  Fiddles  ftnke  up,  pray  Madam,  let’s  dance. 

Brisk.  Now  Sir,  I  hope  you  areready  to  give  [7 hey  Dance: 

me  fatisfa&ion. 

Raym.  I  am  Sir. 

Brisk.  Fodowme  then  ,  Ladies,  I  have  an  inexorable  bufinefs 
calls  me  away  at  prefent - Servant ,  your  Se  vant. 

Raym.  Ladies,  I’ll  wait  on  you  agen  inftantly  5  Mrs.  Bridget 
prethee  forget  not  what  I  faid  to  you ,  we  (hall  have  excellent 
fport.  [Ex.  Raym. 

Rridg.  I  warrant  you  I’ll  do’tSir. 

La.  Lev,  Now  he’s  gone ,  I’ll  retire ;  Ladies  and  Gentlemen 
your  Sei  vant  ■  C^x- 

Frisk.  O  me ,  Madam  ,  why  does  not  your  Ladylhip  frequent 
the  Mulberry  Garden,  oftner:  I  vow  we  had  the  pleafant’ft  Diver- 
tifement  there  fortnight.  QCraz.  whiff ers 

Strik.  Ay,  I  was  there,  Madam  Frisk ,  and  Brdget. 
the  Garden  was  very  fu  1 »  Madam ,  of  Gentlemen  and  Ladies  that 
made  love  together  till  Twelvea  lock  at  Night,  the  prett}ly*ft: 
I  vow  ’twould  do  ones  heart  good  to  fee  them. 

Theo.  Why  that’s  a  time  for  Cats  to  make  love  in ,  not  Men 
and  Women. 

Frisk.  Well  Madam,  there  was  a  Lord,  that  (hall  be  namelefs, 
would  needs  come  and  proffer  his  fervice  to  me. 

Strik.  I  know  who  that  was  5  alas  ,  he’ll  do  that  to  anybody, 
Madam  Friske. 

Frisk.  Lord  ,  you  are  fo  troubl’d,  I  warrant  you.  Madam 
Striker. 

D  yb.  to  Bridg.  But  art  thou  fure  thy  Ji/iftrifs  loves  me  ? 

S  idg.  Whylhe  cannot  reft  for  you. 

Dryb,  But  (he’s  fopefter’d  with  thefe  Fools  Brisk  and  Crazy , 
that  I  can  have  no  time  to  ca  refs  her. 

Bridg,  I'll  tell  you  a  way  to  get  privately  into  her  Chamber 
this  Night. 

Frisk.  But  Afadam ,  this  Lord  took  me  by  the  hand  and  kifs  d 
it ,  and  told  me  it  was  as  fweet  as  tvofes  and  as  (Ifc  as  Je  ly  of 
Ounces.  Thee* 
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7 heo.  Or  he  might  have  faid  as  fweet  as  Frank incence  or  asfoft 
as  the  Pappe  of  an  Apple. 

Strik.  Alas,  Madam,  that’s  nothing  >  I  affure  your  Ladyfliip,  he 
has  faid  the  fltme  thing  to  me  twenty  times. 

Frisk.  For  my  part ,  Madam  Striker  ^  Ido  not  think  you  know 
him. 

Strik.  Lord,  Madam  Friske ,  you  are  alwayes  detra&ing  from 
one,  I  am  fure  Ifaw  him  laft  Night ,  andhetoldme,  Madam,  he 
honour’d  the  ground  I  trod  upon,  and  made  me  abundance  of  the 
rareft  Comp  emens ,  and  I  faid  a  number  of  the  pretty ’ft  things 
to  him  5  if  I  could  remember,  I’d  tell  ’em  your  Ladyfliip,  you  fliou’d 
be  judge  ot  them,  Madam. 

Dryb.  Dear Mrs.  Bridget  accept  of  this  little  Prefent,  I’ll  not 

fail  to  do  it - Ladies  I  have  an  exorbitant  affair  caufes  me  at 

prefent  to  beftowmy  abfcnce  upon  you,  but  I’ll  be  fure  not  to 
fail  you -  [far. 

Thee.  What  means  this  foolifh  fellow  s’ 

Bridg.  Pray  Mr.  Crazy  let  me  beg  a  word  with  you.  [whifper. 

Frisk.  I’ll  tell  you,  Madam,  now  flie  talks  thus ,  there  was  ano¬ 
ther  Perfon  of  Quality  came  to  me ,  and  to  d  me  I  was  a  pretty 
Nymph,  and  he  was  a  Satyr,  and  invited  me  to  drink  a  Bottle 
of  Rhenifli  and  Sugar,  and  I  proteft  and  vow  he  would  not  drink 
one  drop,  till  I  had  dipt  my  Finger  in  the  Glafs. 

Theo.  Itfeemshelov’dtodrinkwithaToft - 

Strik.  Prfh !  that’s  nothing,  I  affure  you  a  Perfonof  Quality, 
that  treated  me,  would  not  drink  a  drop  of  Wine,  till  I  had  wafh’d 
my  hands  in  the  Glafs ,  now  fhe  talks  of  that,  hah. 

Thee.  W hat  ridiculous  vain  Wenches  are  thefe  i 

Frisk.  Prfh !  mind  her  not  Madam ,  tut  I  vow,  now  fhe  puts  me 
inmindon’r,  a  Gentleman  t’other  day  play'd  theWagg  with  me, 
and  would  needs  pull  my  Shoe  off  my  Foot  and  drink  it  full  of 
Wine ;  upon  my  word  he  did  now. 

Craz.  to  Bridg.  Faith ,  as  thou  fay’ft ,  I  believe  fhe  loves  me ; 
but  why  would  fhe  not  tel  me  this  her  felf  i 

Bridg .  She  had  no  opportunity,  but  fhe  charg’d  me  to  defire  you 
to  come  in  at  her  Window  this-Nighc  as  I  tell  you. 

Craz.  And  upon  my  honour  I’ll  do  t ,  wer’t  as  high  as  Pauls. 
Ladies ,  my  occafions  invite  me  hence ,  and  I  (hall  be  glad  to  wait 
on  you.  G  2  Striker. 
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Strik.  Madam,  I  humbly  covet  the  honour  of  your  further  ac¬ 
quaintance. 

Frisk.  I  hope  your  Lady  drip  will  not  deny  me  that  honour. 

Frisk  and  strik.  Your  humble  Servant,  Madam. 

7heo.  Yourhumble  Servant,  Ladies. 

Craz.  Madam,  I’ll  not  fail  you  upon  my  honour.  - . -  | 'ex. 

Thco.  What  means  this  fellow  ?  Bridget ,  what  trick  have  you 
put  upon  thefe  two  Coxcombs,  that  they  both  tell  me  they  will 
not  fail  me. 

Bridg.  Madam  ,  Mr.  Raymund  defigns  this  Night  privately  to 
wait  on  you  ,  and  that  he  may  not  be  interrupted ,  has  appointed 
my  Lady  to  wait  for  him  in  the  Garden;  and  I  to  get  rid  of  this 
brace  of  Widgeons ,  have  appointed  each  of ’em  to  get  in  at  your 
Window  by  Ladders  privately  this  Night. 

Theo.  How  then  lhail  I  fee  Raymund  in  my  Chamber  without 
difeoveryf 

Bridg.  Madam,  I  have  appointed  them  to  come  to  a  wrong  Win¬ 
dow  ,  but  were  it  the  right  Window ,  they  being  to  come  both  at 
one  time,  would  difappoint  one  another. 

Theo.  That’s  not  unpleafant ,  we  may  have  goodfport.  ’Tis 
pofsiblethey  may  be  taken  by  the  Watch ,  and  apprehendded  for 
Houfe- breakers ;  but  come  along  with  me. -  ££jc.  Ambo. 


The  Fourth  ACT. 

Enter  Raymund  and  Briske  in  a  Tavern 

Raynt.  OmecutSir,  and  fight,  if  you  have  a  maw 

to’t :  I  am  ready ,  I  thought  you  would  have 
brought  me  into  the  Field,  and  you  bring  me 
intoa  Tavern. 

Brisk.  Nay  prethee  dear  Rogue,  le’ts  ftay 
a  little  and  debate  the  bufinefs  over  a  Bottle  of  Wme  firft  :  Look 
you  ,  here’s  to  you. 


Raynt. 
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ltaym.  Mud  I  flay,  till  by  the  ftrengthof  Terfe  Claret, you  have 
whet  your  fell  into  courage  i 

Brisk,  But  look  you  ,  dear  Raymund,  the  Cafe  is  this - - 

1 laym.  No  more  words,  I  am  ready. 

Brisk.  Now  I  think  on’c  better,  we  mu  ft  adjourn  the  Combate, 
for  ’tis  grown  dark  and  we  cannot  fee  to  kill  one  another. 

Raym.  Come  I  warrant  you  we  can  fee  one  anothers  Bodies,  and 
that’s  enough.- 

Brisk.  Ay,  but  I  have  fworn  never  to  fight,  but  when  I  can  fee 
to  parrie.] 

Raym.  I’ll  take  away  that  obje&ion*  here  are  Candles  in  the 
Room ,  and  I'll  bolt  the  Door ,  that  no  Drawer  ihall  come  to  part 

us. 

Brisk.  Fie  Raymundx  is  that  like  men  of  honour ,  fight  in  a  Ta¬ 
vern?  why ’tis  like  the  Bullies  man. 

Raym.  None  of  your  foo  ifh  punctilio’s  here,draw. 

Brisk.  Well,  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  have  confider'd  on’t ,  and  Gad  thou 
art  a  very  honed  fellow,  I  have  that  affedion  for  thee,  that  the  De¬ 
vil  take  me  if  I  fight  with  thee. 

Raym.  Why  did  you  call  me  out  then  < 

Brisk.  Come,  poxon't,  put  up  5  I  mufl  confefs  Ihaverafhly 
embarqu'd  my  felf  in  a  mod  prejudicial  affair  ,  but  thou  art  a  man 
of  honour ,  and  I  will  not  fight  with  thee. 

Raym.  Are  you  not  a  Coward  ? 

Brisk.  Ha,  ha,  honed  Raymttnd,  thou  art  a  very  merry  fellow, 
l’il  give  thee  leave  to  fay  $hat  thou  wilt. 

Raym.  I  need  not  ask  the  quedion. 

Brisk.  Well  faith  ,  I  will  not  .fight  with  thee,  fay  what  thou 
wilt,  but  upon  my  honour  I’ll  give  thee  this  Diamond  Ring  and 
my  Roan  Nag,  if  thou’lt  oblige  me  in  one  thing. 

Raym.  In  what  can  that  bee 

Brisk.  You  know  my  Midrifs  will-think  I  ought  in  honour  to 
fight,  and  if  you  will  do  me  the  favour  to  make  her  believe  you 
fought  with  me,  I’ll  tell  her  you  difarm’d  me ,  and  by  this  means 
1  (hall  fave  honour,  and  .you  will  get  it ;  and  for  ever  oblige  me. 

Raym.  Faith  I  had  bed  take ’em  for  fport  fake  ,  though  I  re¬ 
turn  ’em  again. - -  [  A  fide. 


Brisk, 
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Brisk-  Prethee,  dear  Raymund  do-  I’ll  do  as  much  for  thee 
upon  my  honour. 

Raym.  Would  yoa  have  a  G  entleman  lie  for  you  ? 

Brisk.  Why  1 11  lie  for  you  agen  man,  whin  you  will}  what  do 
you  ca;k  of  that  i 

Raym.  Not  I  Sir. 

Brisk..  Let  me  fee  ,  I  have  thought  upon  a  way  to  fave  that ; 
loo  t  vou ,  we’ll  fight  a  little  in  jeft  5  and  I’ll  let  you  difarm  me. 
Here,  prethee  take  the  Ring,  and  do  t ;  and  I’ll  fend  for  my  Roan 
Nag  immediately. 

R  ym.  Gome  Sir,  toobligeyou  I  will ,  Draw  then. - 

Brisk..  Honeft  Raymund ,  I  am  thy  dear  Savant. - 

Raym  Come  on,  come,  have  at  you - 

Brisk. .  Hold  hold  man - hold - — 

Raym  What's  the  matter  f 

B  isk:  How  fhall  I  be  fine  you  won’t  fight  in  earneft  ? 

Raym.  I  g  ve  my  word  for’t. 

Brisk,  But  Gad  now  I  think  on’t ,  I  won’t  truft  you,  if  you 
wou’d  g  ve  me  your  Bond  *  I  don't  know  how  the  Devil  may  tempt 
you:  B  fides,  who  knows,  but  your  foot  may  flip,  and  you  may 
run  me  thorow  the  Body. 

Raym .  What  an  immoderate  Coward  is  this  ? 

Brik.  Faith  ,  thou  had’ft  as  good  tell  her  fo  without  this  Expe¬ 
riment.’ 

R  ym  But  there  muft  appear  fome  figns  of  fighting ,  orfhe’ll 

not  believe  it. 

B'-  skj  Why  I’ll  tear  my  Band  and  my  Shirt ,  and  run  my  felf 
thorow  tKe  Coat. 

Raym.  But  there  muft  be  fome  fign  of  blood. 

Brisk,  Pox  on’t,  how  fhall  we  contrive  that  ? 

Raym.  Why  take  your  Sword ,  and  run  your  felf  thorow  the 
Arm. 

Brisk-  Thank  you  for  that  i’faith,  I  have  known  men  have  dy’d 
of  that. 

Raym.  Fie,  Fie  !  ’tis  nothing  ;  I’ll  do’c  my  felf  then. 

Brisk ,  Hold  ,  hold,  ’Slife  you  may  prick  an  Artery  and  bleed 
to  death ,  and  then  I  fhall  be  hang’d  for  that. 

Raym.  T  hat’s  well  thought  on !  O  incomparable  Coward  l 

Brisk. 
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Brisk. ,  ’Twill  do  as  well  if  my  Shirt  be  bloody  at  the  hand,  ant£ 
I’ll  venture  to  prick  my  fingar  for  that.;  and  to  run  thorow  my 
Coat. 

Bajm.  Well,  as  you  will ;  but  do’t  as  you  go  along. 

Briskj.  Dear  Rajmuxd  kifsme,  you  have  oblig’d  mefo,  that 
lama  Son  of  a  Scavenger,  if  I  die  without  flue,  I’ll  make  you  my 
Heir:  but  if  you  love  me,  not  a  word  of  allthis, 

Raj  ns.  I  warrant  you  Drawer  to  pay. 

Brisk.  Prethee,  by  no  means,  Gad  I’ll  treat  thee  dear  R  ogue5  ’tis 
all  mine.  Come  on ,  dear  Rajmund,  let’s  go -  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Crazy  with  a  Ladder. 

Craz,  This  is  the  Window  Mrs.  Hridgtt  appointed  to  get  in  at, 
fo  now  for  my  Climbing.  *  [Sets  dtvan  the  Ladder. 

How  I  (hull  laugh  at  my  two  tool  ill)  Rivals  ,  Brisk  and  Dry  bob  poor 
Puppies  ,  that  they  could  not  find  all  this  while  how  Thetdoji* 
abufes  them. 


Enter  Dry  bob  with  a  Ladder. 

Drjb.  This  is  the  Window  ,  my  expe&ation  is  on  Tiptoes,  as  I 
may  fo  fay ,  but  let  me  fix  my  portable  pair  of  [Sets  it  ufen 
Stairs.  Crazy. 

Craz.  Heaven/  what  will  become  of  me?  This  is  fome  Villain 
coming  to  commit  Burglary. 

Drjb.  Pox  ta  e  me,  if  I  know  what  is  the  matter ;  it  cannot  be 
the  Wall  that  yields  thus. 

Craz.  ’Side  if  it  iliould  be  a  Thief,  he’ll  cut  my  Throat ,  leaft 
I  Ihould  difeover  him ;  what  fliall  /  do  > 

Drjb.  Well,  let  what  will  come  on’t ,  though  7  precipitate  my 
fate,  /  will  ftorm  this  i  chanted  Caftle. 

Craz.  Who  e’r  he  be ,  /  am  fure  /II  not  fuffer  him  to  come  up  » 
if  he  be  a  mortal  man, /'ll  try  f  he  has  a  Neck  tofpare,  for/ am 
refolv’d  to  break  one  for  him -  [Turns  the  Ladder. 

Drjb.  ’Shfe  f  what’s  this ,  am  I  to  be  turn’d  off  and  executed 
for  Love  felony  belot e  my  1  ime  ?  what  can  this  mean  ?  1  have  got 
no  hurt  yet :  it  may  be  ’twas  the  corner  of  the  Balcony  I  fet  my  Lad¬ 
der 
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der  againft :  I’ll  make  one  experiment  more  ;  fo  now,  [Goes  up  a 
’tis  faft.  little. 

Craz.  Tbeodofta ,  Theodofia,  open  your  Window. 

Dryb.  The  Ladder  {lands  very  faft  now ,  I  will  once  mo:  e  enter- 
prize  this  honourable  adtion ,  though  Belzehub  himfelf  flood  in 
my  way - Theodora  open  your  Window  ,  ’tis  I  my  Dear. 

Craz.  Death,  what  will  become  of  me,  this  muft  be  the  De¬ 
vil  ,  a  Man  would  have  broke  his  Neck. 

O  Heaven !  yondt  r  is  a  Light  coming  towards  us.  I  ihall  be  ruin'd 
if  I  don't  (hift  for  my  felf. 

Dryb  If  I  be  difcover’d  by  yon  Ignis fatuus  or  Lanthorn ,  I  (hall 
be  undone  for  ever ,  I  muft  try  to  make  an  efcape. 

Enter  Raymond  and  Brisk,  Boy  with  a  Light  and  Fiddles ; 
a nd  beat  them  as  they  come  down  the  Ladder, 

Brisk.  Come  on  my  dear  Friend  ,  ftrike  up  my  Men  of  Noife  -, 
How  now!  what’s  hetef  Thieves  with  Ladders  at  my  Miftrifles 
Window,  I’ll  mall 'em. 

Raym.  How  now  Villains  — -  Bridget  has  [They  beat 

done  this  admirably.  them  off. 

Brisk.  ’Slife  Raymund,  if  I  had  not  come,  I  might  have  loft 
my  Miftrifs  out  of  this  Window;  for  on  my  Conscience  thefe 
Rogues  came  with  a  felonious  intention:  but  come  let’s  ia  and 
give  ’em  an  account  of  it :  and  Fiddles  make  way  for  us. 

Raym.  C ome  on :  But  how  (hall  I  get  rid  of  this  Fool ,  I  muft 
think  of  fome  way. 

jv  f  ^  ^  '  r «  •*  5  5  *  ^  *  *  4  • 

Enter  Bridget  with  a  Candle. 

iridg.  O  Gentlemen  !  what’s  the  caufe  of  this  uproar  ? 

Brisk.  Oh,  Mrs.  Bridget,  I  have  made  bold  to  beat  a  couple  of 
Rafcals ,  that  were  going  to  commit  Felony ,  without  thebenefit 
of  the  Clergy  j  but  I'll  go  and  wait  upon  my  Miftrifs •  [Ex. 

Raym.  Oh,  Mrs.Bndget 3  ’tw.\s  Crazy  and Drybob ,  our  Plot  is 
fpoil’d  j  I  (hall  be  diverted  by  them  from  feeing  my  Miftrifs. 

Bridg.  No,  no,  let  me  alone.  I’ll  difpofe  of  ’em  another  way, 

Raym.  Adieu  ■  [Ex.  Raym. 

Enter 
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Enter  Ceazy  from  behind  the  Boor. 

Craz.  Oh  I  am  beaten,  bruis’d,  and  lam'd  fo,  that  I  had  rather 
have  been  twice  flux’d  than  have  endur’d  ic ;  my  bones  are  as  loofe 
as  the  Skeletons  inthePhyfick  School:  Oh  my  Head  and  Shoul¬ 
ders  !  Mrs.  Bridget  I  kifs  your  hands,  and  reft  your  humble  Ser¬ 
vant  Crazy. 

Bridg.  Sir,  I  find  you  are  defeated  by  fome  ill  accident  or  other , 
but  I'll  put  you  in  another  way  to  be  fecure.  T  he  Lady  Theodofia 
is  in  that  paifion  for  you ,  that  1  fear  Ihe  will  difcover  her  felf. 

Craz  Poor  heart  1  I  know  fhe  loves  me ;  but  I  hope  flic  will 
be  fo  difcreet  as  to  conceal  herpaflion ;  but  here  was  another  with 
a  Ladder  climbing  up  to  the  Window,  or  I  had  got  in. 

Bridg.  Another  /  that’s  impofsible  ;  but  leaft  you  fliould  be 
fufpedted ,  take  away  your  Ladder ,  and  fet  it  againft  the  Garden 
Wall,  and  I  will  appoint  your  Mi^rifs  to  receive  you  there;  if 
you  will  venture  to  come  over  to  her;  and  there  fliall  beaParfon 
ready  to  joyn  you  in  the  Banquetting-houfe:  make  hafte ,  leaft 
you  be  furpriz’d ,  and  come  to  us  inftantly. 

Craz.  Dear  Mrs.  Bridget  take  this,  I  flie,  I  flie,  -- —  [Ex.  with 

a  Ladder ] 

Enter  Drybob. 

% 

ttryb.  O  Mrs.  Bridget !  Are  you  there  i  I  have  been  beaten 
more  feverely  than  ever  Turk  was  by  T amber  lain ;  which  by  the 
way  is  no  ill  comparifon ,  hah  ? 

Bridg.  I  have  heard  fo;  but  take  up  your  Ladder  and  be  gone, 
and  lay  it  down  on  the  back-fideof  the  houfeand  cometo  us  pre¬ 
sently  ,  and  I  will  defign  an  eafier  afsignation  for  you ;  hafte ,  left 
you  be  difcover’d. 

Brfb.  Dear  Mrs.  Bridget  take  thjsRing,  I’ll  be  with  you  in- 
ftantly.  [Ex.  with  the  Ladder] 

Bridg.  Go  your  wayes  you  brace  of  Baboons ,  and  be  ftill  the 
fabjedlof  all  Farces^--  — —  [Ex.  Bridget. 

Enter 
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Inter  Raymund ,  Briske,  La.  Loveyouth  , 

Theodofia ,  Bridger. 

La.  Lov.  Is  it  pofsible  1  Thieves  coming  in  at  my  Window ! 
Heaven  !  how  I  tremble  ! 

Bridg,  Truly  Madam,  they  were  as  fufficiently  beaten  as  your 
Ladyflup  can  wiih. 

Theo.  That’s  fome  revenge  for  the  trouble  their  impertinence 
has  given  me,  but  I  am  afraid  thefe  Coxcombs-jwill  hinder  Mr, 
Raymtinds  Vifit. 

Bridg.  Fear  not  that.  Madam, 

Raym.  Be  not  apprehenfive  Madam,  for  the  Rafeals  are  too  well 
fatisfi’d  for  their  pains  to  attempt  any  more. 

EnterCnzy,  and  after  Dry  bob. 

* 

Craz.  Ladies  and  Gentlemen ,  your  humble  Servant. 

Dryb.  Dear  friends ,  your  Slave  5  lam  in  one  word  the  Enemy 
to  all  your  Foes. 

Brisk.  Oh  are  you  here  !  I'll  tell  you  as  I  was  coming  in  to  give 
my  Miftrifs  a  Serenade,  a  couple  of  Felonious  Rafeals  were  with 
two  Ladders  climbing  in  at  a  W indow  of  the  Houfe  •,  but  I  think  I 
have  fo  bruis’d  the  Dogs ,  they’l  fcarce  be  fit  for  climbing  this 
Week  agen. 

Craz.  A  plague  on’t,  I  feel  it  in  my  bones,  butlmuftdiflem- 
ble  it. 

Dryb.  Pox  on  them ,  the  Rogues  ’laid  on  as  if  they  had  been 
threlhing  for  Twelve  Pence  a  day, 

Craz,  But  is  it  pofsible  ( 

Brisk.  Y es,  1  amire  you  as  this  Blade  doth  teftifie. 

Dryb.  Why,  what  impudent  Rogues  were  the! z  Crazy  i 

Craz.  ’Death,  that  I  muft  be  forc'd  to  call  my  felf  fo. [ \Aftde ; 

If  I  had  been  there  I  would  have  mail’d  the  Villains. 

Dryb.  For  my  parti  don’t  with  I  had  been  there,  formy  extraor- 
dina  y  pafsion  would  have  made  me  had  the  blood  of  the  Rogues  5 
that’s  certain.  —  O  pox  of  their  heavy  hands. 


Raym. 


The  HVMORISTS.  v 

Raym.  He  has  been  fighting,  Madam,  that’s  the  truth  on’:? 
pray  take  notice  on’t. 

Brisk.  I  wonder ,  Raymund,  no  body  takes  notice  of  my  torn 
Band ,  my  bloody  Sleeve,  and  my  Coat  being  run  thorow,  L  think 
they  are  all  blind. 

La.  Lov.  Good  lack,  Mr.  Brisk,  you  are  bloody  and  your  Band’s 
torn. 

Brisk.  Ha  l  bloody  fay  you  i  _ 

Raym.  Pray  hold  up  the  humor.  Madam. 

Theo.  I  proteft,  Sir,  you  fright  me ,  what  dangers  have  you  tun 
yourfelf  into:’ 

Brisk.  Alas,  Madam,  this  is  nothing,  a  trifle,  a  trifle. 

Bridg.  Your  Coat’s  run  through,  youhave  been  fighting. 

Brisk;  My  Coat  run  through  1  where ,  where  i  ha,  ha,  ’tis  fo. 

Dryb.  A  pox  on  him  this  damn’d  Bully  Heildibrand  was  flefh’d, 
and  would  needs  fliew  his  Valour  upon  my  Shoulders. 

La.  Lov.  Are  you  wounded  Sir  i 

Brisk:  'Pfhaw  Madam,  this,  alas,  alas ,  I  befeech  you  take  no 
notice  of  this  ?  ’pfhaw,  a  flight  thing,  a  toy,  fa,b,  la,  la. 

Bridg.  Shall  I  go  for  a  Surgeon  ? 

Brisk.  No,  I  thank  you ,  he’d  difcover  the  trick  on't ?  no,  no, 
by  no  means ;  alas  ,  you  make  fo  much  on’t :  I  am  us  d  to  thefe 
things ?  ’pfhaw ,  this  is  nothing :  Pray  call  in  the  Fiddles ,  come, 
come?  let  us  be  very  merry ,  fa,  la,  la,  la. 

Thee.  Sweet  Mr.  Brisks  do  me  the  favour  to  tell  me  the  occafion 
of  this  < 

Brisk,  Nothing,  nothing,  Madam,  alas,  alas, - 

La.  Lov.  Afiure  your  felf  I’Jl  not  fail  to  wait  for  you  in  the 
Garden. 

Raym.  I  hope  your  Ladyfhip  doubts  not  me. 

Brisk,  Faith  Madam,  if  you  will  needs  have  it ,  J  made  bold 
to  call  Mr.  Raymund  to  an  account  for  fome  words  that  pafled  be¬ 
fore  you  ?  and  upon  my  honour ,  Madam  ,  he’s  a  very  gallant 
fellow.  J 

Raym.  Nay,  I  befeech  you  Mr.  Brisk, 

Brisk,  Nay,  Gaditfhall  all  out,  he  fought  like  Thunder  and 
Lightning,  andlmuft  confefs  it  was  my  fortune  to  be  difarm’d. 
Madam  ?  but  I  hope  I  loft  no  honour,  fince  ’twas  by  fo  brave  a 

H  z  fellow. 
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fellow,  whom  for  his  generofity  I  embrace.  Dear  Friend,  you  have 
oblig’d  me  for  ever.  Come  Fiddles  ftrikeup  ,  I  have  provided  a 
very  honed:  fellow  to  dance.  [A  $ig  is  danc'd. 

Eaym.  Madam  ,  FU  not  fail  to  wait  on  you  ,  your  humble 
Servant. - —  [Ex. 

Dryb.  Madam,  I hopeyouwillbepun&ual. 

Thco.  TruftmeSir. 

Dryb.  Adieu  to  all. - - -  [Ex. 

Craz.  Madam,  I’ll  inftantly  go  and  prepare  to  wait  on  you,  you’l 
not  fail. 

Theo.  I  (ball  not  be  fo  injurious  to  my  felf. 

Craz.  I  humbly  kifs  your  hands.  Madam,  your  Ladyfhips  moft 
obedient  Seivant. -  [Ex. 

La.Lov.  Goodnight,  fweetMr.  Crazy  5  Mr.  Brisk.  >  I  pray  be 
pleas’d  to  favor  me  with  your  abfence. 

Thee.  ’Pray  do,  and  get  a  Surgeon  to  drefsyou ,  and  tomor¬ 
row  I  (ball  be  ready  to  receive  a  Vifit. 

Brisk.  Ladies  your  Servant,  Servant,  Ladies,  fa  la,  la,  la - 

[ Exit  Brisk. 

La.  Lev.  Ptay  Gentlewoman  go  up  into  your  Chamber. 

Thee.  Madam,  I’ll  obey. - 

La.  Lev.  Be  fure  you  do. -  [Ex.  La.  Lov.  and  Bridg. 

Thco.  Go  thy  ways,  my  dear  Aunt,  and  meditate  on  what  thou’it 

ne’r  enjoy - If  my  Uncle ,  after  all  this  report  of  his  being 

kill’d,  (hould  appear  agen ,  when  (he  has,  as  (he  thinks,  made  fure 
©f  another  Husband ,  it  would  be  no  ill  Farce. 

Enter  Raymund. 

J aym.  Now,  now,  my  Incomparable  Theodofia, 
lam  bleft  with  the  opportunity  1  have  fo  long  fought  for  to  caft  my 
felf  at  your  feet,  and  to  tell  you,  that  it  belongs  to  you  to  make 
my  life  for  ever  happy  or  miferable. 

Theo,  You  may  with  juftice  enough  accufe  me  of  levity ,  in  fo  . 
fuddenly  granting  it  5  but  I  hope  you  have  fo  much  honour,  taim- 
putemy  eafinefs  fomewhat  to  the  (kvery  I  fuffer ,  though  I  have 
ao  difefieem  of  you, 

Maym, 
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Rajm.  Madam,  It  is  fo  much  to  my  advantage,  that  I  fliall  ne¬ 
ver  enquire  the  Cael'e ,  only  letme  beg  of  you,  fince  our  fortune  is 
like  to  allow  usfofew  of  thofe  opportunities ,  that  we  may  make 
what  ufe  we  can  of  this. 

Thee.  I  have  fo  abfolute  a  confidence  in  your  honour,  that  1  yield 
to  your  condudf  in  this  affair ,  and  defire  nothing  more  than  to  be 

redeem’d  from  the  foolifh  Tyranyof  my  Aunt. 

/: 

Enter  Bridget. 

Eridg.  I  have  left  my  Lady  in  the  Garden  ,  mod  impatiently 
expedting  you  Mr.  Rajmnnd.  But  pray  Madam,  if  you  love  me,  re¬ 
tire  into  your  Chamber ,  left  any  of  the  Servants  Ihould  unluckily 
fee  you,  and  inform  your  Aunt. 

T hep.  ’  f  is  no  llkfdvice. 

Rajm.  But  how  have  you  difpos’d  of  Dry  bob  and  Crazy. 

Bridg.  Othey  are  fafe  enough,  Sir.  \Exennt. 

Enter  La.  Loveyouth  in  the  Garden. 

La.  Lov.  Sure  the  pafsionhe  has  for  me ,  will  not  fufifer  him  to 
ftay  long,  the  Story  of  Thieves  at  my  Window  ,  has  put  me  into 
fuch  a  fright ,  that  nothing  but  Love  could  engage  me  to  walk 
here  alone. 


Enter  Crazy  looking  ever  the  Wall. 

~  Craz.  The  Coaft  is  clear  on  this  fide ,  if  my  Miftrifs  be  but  in 
the  Garden.,  I  am  fafe  — —  My  Dear. 

La. Lev.  Here/ am. 

Craz.  Now  /  come,  wer’t  as  high  as  Grantham  Steeple  !*  Death 
/have  broke  both  my  Shins  r  /am  murder ’dr  Oh/fee  thefe  leaps 
are  not  for  men  that  have  flux’d  thrice. 

La.  Lov.  How  Mr.  Rajmnndl  Have  you  hurt  your  felf  ? 

Craz.  Did  you  expedt  Rajmnd  her ei  I  am  not  he. 
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■Enter  Drybob  looking  over  the  Wall. 

Dryb.  Now  for  my  leap  of  honour.  [Noife  crying  Thieves. 

La.Lov.  Oh  Heaven  !  Thieves,  thieves,  help,  help. 

Craz.  Death  what  do  /  here? 

Dryb.  T hieves !  /fir all  be  apprehended  for  a  Houfe-breaker. 

Craz.  Where  fhall  /hide  myfelf?  /would  not  be  difcover’d 
for  the  World. 

Dryb.  /amaftoniih’d  like  the  Head  of  a  Gorgon-,  what  (hall/ 
dotoabfcond  alittle,  I  fhall  be  apprehended  for  a  Thief  die. 

Craz.  ’Tis  very  dark,  where  fhall  /  hide  my  felf  ? 

Dryb.  What  Devililh  miftake  is  this  f  Pox  o’this  damn’d  poft, 
1  am  fure  I  had  like  to  get  a  moft  Diabolical  [They  run  againfi 
fall  with  running  againft  it.  erne  another. 

Craz.  Death  what  was  that  I  run  againft ,  what  an  unfortunate 
fellow  am  I ,  to  be  thus  difappointed ,  juft  as  I  thought  to  have 
been  fure  of  my  Miftrifs  ?  but  my  comfort  is ,  I  know  fhe  loves 
me. 

Dryb.  What  a  Devilliih  Cataftrophe  is  this  ?  —  [Groping  lites 

Craz.  O  horrid  !  fure  this  Houfe  is  haunted,  upon  his  hand. 
which  way  can  I  fcape  1 

Dryb.  If  this  be  the  Devil  that  touch’d  me,  I  don’t  like  his  flie 
Tricks  to  fright  a  man  thus  5  would  he  would  be  as  civil  as  the 
Wiltjhire  Devil  was :  and  beat  a  Drum,  to  give  a  man  notice  where 
he  is  ,  that  I  might  avoid  him  ,  unlefs  he  were  better  com- 
pany. 

Craz.  What’s  here?  heramazement  hath  made  her  leave  open 
the  Door  of  the  Houfe ,  I’ll  in  there,  there’s  more  fafety  yet  than 
here - [Goes  in. 

Dryb.  Ha,  I  faw  one  enter  at  that  Door,  I’ll  follow  and  appre¬ 
hend  him  >  and  his  attachment  will  fecure  me.  - -  [  Ex. 

Enter  Crazy. 

Craz.  What  Door  is  this  t  I’ll  e’en  hide  my  felf  here  till  this 
buffle  be  over. 
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Enter  Drybob. 

Noife  rvithin.  Lights  here,  follow,  follow.. 

S3rjb.  If  /could  but  conceal  my.  felf  till  they  arepaft,  I  might 
eafily  infinuate  my  fell  into  Theodofu's  Chamber.  What’s  here  i 
This  /  believe  leads  into  the  Cellar,  I  will  defeend  and  lie  in  Am- 
buih  there.  -  -  ££\v. 

Enter  Servants  with  Torches ,  Spits,  end  Fire  forks, 

Mr.  Sneake  and  Sir  Richard, 

1.  Serv.  Come,  ngw  we  have  mufter’d  up  our  forces  ,  let’s  into 
the  Garden. 

Sir  Rich.  Ay,  come  let’s  fee  who  this  D'evil  ismy  Lady  fpeaks 
of ;  we  fhall  find  more  than  one  I  believe. 

2.  Serv.  I  believe  weihall  find  them  to  be  Thieves. 

1 .  Serv.  If  it  be  the  Devil ,  Mr.  Parfon,  we’ll  turn  you  loofe  to 
him ,  you  take  pay  to  fight  againft  him ;  we  are  but  Volunteers. 

Sneak.  If  he  dares  approach,  I  will  conquer  him  fyllogiftically 
in  Mood  and  figure  ,  and  conjure  him  down  with 
Barbara  Celarent  Darii ,  Ferioauc  Ear apt i, 

Cefare ,  Gameflres  ,  &c. 

2.  Serv.  Hold,  hold,  ’flife  this  is  the  way  to  raife  him: 

i.  Serv.  I  think  your  beft  way  is  to  take  thegreat  Bible  in  the 
Hall,  and  fling  at  his  head  *  that  will  knock  him  down  cer¬ 
tainly. 

Sir  Rich.  Come,  let’s  in  quickly,  if  they  be  Thieves ,  they’l 
efcape  elfe - - - 

i  Serv.  The  Cellar  Door  isopen,  if  there  be  anybody  there, 
we’ll  lock  it  and  Cecure  ’em - — . —  [£*. 

Enter  Bridget  with  a  Candle. 

Vrfdg.  How  nnlucky  is  this  !  this  has  marr’d  all  our  defign  5  rqy 
Lady  has  found  Mr.  Reyman d  and  her  Niece  ,  we  are  undone  be¬ 
yond  redemption. 
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Enter  La.  Loveyouth,  Raymund,  and  T heodofia. 

La.  Lov.  Falfe  and  ungrateful  man  ,  did  I  for  this ,  fo  foon  be¬ 
llow  upon  you  my  too  credulous  heart  ,  fo  early  to  betray  me ;  O 
unheard  of  Villany. 

Raym.  Madam,  pray  hear  me. 

La.  Lov.  No,  thouviletreacherousman,  I  will  hear  no  more. 
Haft  thou  the  impudence  toexcufe  it!  O  heaven  !  I  am  loft  for 
ever.  But  for  you,  you  moftabominable  Creature,  to  undermine 
me  thus;  Take  leave  ofliberty,  hence  forwards  your  Chamber 
{hall  be  your  Prifon ,  till  I  have  difpos'd  of  you  to  another  Perfon, 
I  allure  you. 

Theo.  Then  Madam,  you  force  me  to  dedjdmy  felf  fooner  than 
my  Modefty  would  giveme  leave?  this  GentShnan is  mine  while/ 
have  breath  ;  nothing  but  death  lhall  part  us. 

Raym.  And  Madam ,  that  minute  that  I  am  falfe  to  you ,  may 
all  the  plagues  timer  affl  died  yet  mankind  fall  on  me. 

La.  Lov.  In  what  a  miferable  condition  am/?  but  Mr.  Raymund 
1  cannot  believe  this ,  fure  this  is  fome  enterlude. 

Raym.  Madam,  it  is  a  truth /’ll  die  for,  though  Madam,  /am 
oblig’d  to  beg  your  Ladylhips  pardon  for  making  you  a  property. 

La. Lov.  O  impudence!  Come  Miftrifs  into  your  Chamber 
quickly,  /’ll  be  your  Keeper. 

Raym,  Madam,  we  will  be  prisoners  together. 

La.  Lov.  Out  of  my  Doors,  y  ou  Villain,  or /will  have  thofe 
that  lhall  chaftife  your  infolence  with  death. 

Raym.  Madam,  /  haven  tfo  mean  a  foul,  to  be  frighted  from 
protecting  my  Miftrifs. 

Theo.  Sir,  Let  me  entreat  you  to  leave  me ,  and  allure  your  felf 
we  will  not  long  be  feparated. 

Raym.  But  Madam ,  ’twill  be  dang’rous  to  leave  you  to  her 
fury. 

Theo.  Sir,  Let  me  beg  you  wilinot  difpute  it  further ,  but  be 
gone ;  if  you  fhould  make  more  none  in  this  bufinefs,  it  might  call 
rty  honour  in  queftion. 

Raym.  Madam,  /mult  obey,  and  /Iuve  a  way  to  free  you  in- 
ftantly,  ’tisthis. 

ia,  Lov< 
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La.Lov,  Away,  no  more  difcourfes. —  £E;e.  La.  Loveyouth 

Raym.  Well,  a  de rper ate  difeafc  muft  and  Theodofia. 
have  a  defperate  C ure  5  Mrs.  Bridget  I  have  a  way  this  moment  to 
fecure  my  Miftrifs. 

Bridg.  O  Sir ,  I  am  in  that  fright  for  you. 

La.  Lev.  within.  Bridget  come  up  quickly. 

Bridg ,  O  Sir,  I  am  call'd  I  muft  away. 

Raym.  I  have  not  time  to  ttll  you;  but  defire  Theodofia,  what¬ 
ever  happens  not  to  be  frighted  ,  I’ll  about  it  inftantly. 

Enter  Servants,  Sir  Richard,  Sneak. - 

1.  Serv,  My  Lady  was  frighted  with  nothing. 

'2.  Serv.  If  any  body  had  been  there,  the  Walls  are  fo  high  on 
the  infide ,  ttoy  could  not  have  ’fcap’d. 

1.  Serv.  Ha, here’s  one,  feizehim. 

Raym.  Seize  me,  you  Rafcals;  have  [They  fight ,  and Raym. 
at  you.  heats 'em  off. 

Sneak.  Nay,  now  you  are  in  Combat,  I'll  leave  you —  [Exit; 

2.  Serv.  This  a  Thief,  I  am  fure  he  fights  like  a  Devil. 

S  it  Rich.  *Tis  Mr.  1 laymund,  did  you  not  know  him. 

1 .  Serv.  A  pox  on  him ,  was’t  he  i  but  let  s  to  my  Lady ,  and 
give  her  an  account. -  £ Exeunt . 

Enter  Crazy  and  Dry  bob  in  the  Cedar. 

Craz.  I  hear  a  busfling  here  about  the  Cellar  that  frights  me 
horribly  /  This  is  a  moft  unfortunate  night. 

Dryh.  O  that  I  were  out  of  this  Hellilh  Place !  if  ever  I  had  to 
do  with  Love  and  Honour  more ,  would  I  were  an  Eunuch  in  the 
T  urks  Seraglio. - Oh  Heaven,  who’s  that  there  ( 

Craz.  ’T is  a  man  by  his  asking  that  Qgeftion ,  and  may  be  one 
of  the  Houfe. 

Dryh.  Who  are  you  in  the  Name  of  Wonder?  Ohow  I  dif- 
folve ! 

Craz.  I  am  the  Devil. 

Dryh .  T  he  Devil !  oh  he’s  come  to  fetch  me  away  for  my  who¬ 
ring  and  my  drinking. 
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Craz.  Mortal,  thou  art  my  due. 

Drjb.  That  may  be ,  but  he’s  a  damn’d  impatient  Devil  to  dun 
before  his  day.: 

Craz .  Come  into  my  Arms. 

Within.  Fire,  fire,  fire. 

Crate,  O  Heaven,  what  (hall  we  do? 

Drjb.  ’Slifefire!  Oh  Heaven!  how  (hall  we  get  out  ? 

Craz.  groping.  Which  is  the  way  out  ?  The  Door’s  lock’d, 
what  (hall  I  do  )  They’ll  not  mind  us  if  we  call  ;  we  (hall  be 
burnt. 

Drjb.  What  are  you  a  Devil ,  and  afraid  of  your  own  Element  > 
Methinks  a  Devil  out  of  the  Fire  (hould  be  like  a  Filh  out  of  the 
Water. 

Within.  Fire,  fire,  fire. 

Both.  Help,  help  here,  fire,  murder,  help.  ^ 

.  •  *  >  * 

Enter  Servants  above. 

1.  Serv.  What  noife  was  that  below  ? 

Both.  Help,  help. 

2.  Serv.  Oh  ho,  have  we  caught  you?  They  are  the  Thieves® 

t.  Serv.  That’s  well ,  ftay  there ;  you  Dogs ,  if  the  Houfe  be 

burnt,  I’ll  aflure  you,  you  (hall  burn  with  it. 

Craz.  O  help,  help,  ’tis  Crazy. 

Drjb.  Crazy  !  a  Curfe  on  you  for  frighting  me;  help ,  ’tis  I 
Dryiob. 

Craz.  We’ll  fee  if  we  can  get  out  at  the  Window.  Well  this 
is  a  judgment  upon  me  for  flying  the  Devil.  - — —  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Servants  running  up  and  down. 

ti  Serv.  More  hands ,  water  quickly ,  and  we  (hall  quench  it  in* 
ftantly. 

*,  Serv.  ’Tis  Grange  how  the  Coach-Houfe  (hou’d  be  fir’d.  — 

[Exeunt, 
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Enter  Raymond  and  Theodofia.”' 
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Thee,  This  was  an  excellent  Stratagem,  Sir,  and  with  little  or 
no  danger. 

Rajm.  Come  Madam  ,  while  your  Aunt  is  feeing  the  fire 

quench’d  ontheback-fide  ,  let  ns  efcape  at  the  fore-door. - 

£ Exeunt* 

Enter  La.  Loveyouth,  Bridget,  Sir  Richard, 

Sneak,  and  Servants. 

La.  Lev.  So.  Heaven  be  thanked,  all  danger’s  paft  >  How  could 
this  fire  happen  t  This  has  been  anight  of  wonder. 

Sneak.  I  will  dilucidate  it  to  you ,  you  faw  a  Spirit  in  the  Gar¬ 
den,  Madam  i 

La.Lov.  I  did,  I  think,  to  my  great  aftonifhment  5  I  have  not 
yet  recover’d  the  fright.  ; '  "/  •  1 

Sneak.  Look  you.  Madam  ,  Thefe  Philofephers  aver,  that  all 
Spirits  are  tranrported  through  the  Air  in  their  feveral  and  refpe- 
dlive  Vehicles  5  now  this  was  infernal ,  and  had  a  Bituminous  Ve¬ 
hicle,  which  by  a  violent  Motion  againft  the  Coach- Houfe,  as  it 
were  by  Collifion  ,  did  generate  this  Flame,  which  had  like  to 
have  caus’d  this  Conflagration . 

Sir  Rich.  A  pox  0’  this  Fuftian  Rafcal. 

Bridg.  Come  Madam,  itmuft  be  fome  Thieves  defign  to  rifle 
your  houfe. 

1 .  Serv.  We  have  fome  of  the  Thieves  fafe  in  the  Cellar,  they 
fliallfufferforit. 

La.  Lev.  In  the  Cellar,  fetch ’em  up  quickly  5  by  them  we 
may  difeover  fomething.  Go  fee  where  my  Niece  is  Bridget . 

\_Ex.  Bridget. 

2.  Serv.  Come  aloDg  you  Rafcals. 

Enter  Servants  haling  Crazy  and  Drybob, 

1.  Serv.  Come  out  you  Sons  of  Bitches, 

La.Lovi  Who  are  thefe  Mr.  Crazy  and  Mr.  Drybeh  i  this  Isas 
ftrange  as  all  the  reft.  I  2  Craw 
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Cut.  Madam,  I  kifs  your  fair  hands. 

Dryb.  Pilh,  that’s  a  vile  old  phrafe.  I  am  an  humble  Servant  of 
your  Footmans. 

La.  Lev.  Sure  this  is  inchantment !  How  came  you  two  in  the 
Cellar  i 

Enter  Bridger. 

Dryb.  Madam,  I  will  moft  expeditioufly  inform  you. 

La.  Lev.  How  now,  where’s  my  Niece  i 

Bridg.  Madam  ,  She’s  gone  /  fled  away  J  1  have  been  in  every 
Room  of  theHoufe  and  cannot  find  her. 

Sir  Rich.  Gone  !  What  can  this  mean  < 

La.  Lev.  Gone !  I  am  undone  !  Ruin’d  for  ever !  What  fhall  I 
do  ? 

S'a  Rich.  She  undone!  Oh  invincible  impudence  / 

Dryb.  W hat  imports  this  tranfport  of  yours,  Madam  i 

La.  Lev.  You  and  I  and  all  of  us  are  abus’d!  betray’d  !  this 
falfe  Wretch ,  this  bafe  Villain  Rayrmtnd,  has  ftol’n  away  my 
Niece. 

Sir  Rich.  I  fee  RAymund  is  a  man  of  honour.  This  pleafes  me, 

Craz.  Madam,  Do  not  fear  that ,  to  my  knowledge  there  is  a 
perfon  in  the  world,  fhe  is  more  than  half  engag'd  to.  No,  no,  (he 
cares  not  for  Raymond,  take  that  from  me. 

L.  Lev.  Flatter  not  your  felf,  ’tis  true,  *tis  true. 

Dryb.  Raym»nd\  I’ll  allure  you  Madam,  fhe  us’d  to  fimper  more 
favourably  upon  me  than  upon  any  man  ,  and  gad  if  the  truth 
were  known ,  Ihe  thinks  me  all  the  Nine  Worthies  ,  compar’d  to 
him. 

La.  Lev .  Come  Gentlemen,  Let's  in  and  hear  the  Story,  while 
f  fend  for  a  Warrant  to  featch  for  my  Niece  ;  I’ll  have  her  dead  or 
alive.,  — «.  - — »  [Exeunt  omnes. 
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The  Fifth  ACT.  ' 

Enter  La.  Loveyoutb,  Bridget,  and  Sir  Richard. 
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Ln.  Lev.  T  O  News  of  either  Rajmund  or  Theo- 

dofu  ? 

S  r  Rich.  All  pofsible  fearch  has  been 
made  after  ’em  both  laft  night  and  this 
morning  ,  and  they  are  neither  to  be 
found. 

La.Lov.  How  am  I  confounded  with  this  difafter  5  yet  I  have  it 
in  my  head  to  be  reveng’d  on  ’em  both. 

Sir  Rich.  Your  Ladyfhip  was  too  credulous  to  truft  him  fo 
foon. 

La.  Lov.  And  Robb,  he’s  a  dirty  perfon  thus  to  defert  me  5  but 
Fll  be  quit  with  him,  and  that  Jig-em-bob  my  Niece. 

Bridg.  How  Madam? 

La.Lov.  Why,  I  will  immediately  fettle  my  Eftate,  to  which 
(he  is  Heir ,  for  want  of  lawful  Iflue  of  my  Body  ,  on  my  Cofin 
Richard,  and  to  plagde  Rajmund  I  will  marry  another  i  for  I  am  re- 
folved  to  play  at  a  fmall  game  rather  than  (land  out. 

Sir  Rich.  Oh  unparallel’d  impudence !  I’ll  try  her  further:  Ma¬ 
dam,  What  think  you  of  Mr.  Crate) ,  he  is  no  unfit  man  for  a 
Husband  ? 

La.Ltv.  Why  really  I  believe  he  is  a  good  oaturd  Perfon  and  a 
Child  of  Honour ,  the  foftnefs  and  gentlenefs  of  his  Amorous  Na¬ 
ture  is  admirable ;  but  do  you  think  he  will  have  any  fprinklingr 
of  aflfe&ion  for  me. 

Sir  Rich.  ’Sdeath  1  what  do  I  hear  ? 

Bridg.  Sprinklings,  Madam?  He  will  have  a  whole  Flood  of 
Love  tor  you. 

La.  Lov,  Why  truly,  he  is  a  pretty  hopeful  man  ^  and  I  have  no* 
aversion  to,  but  rather  a  concern  for  him.;  you  (hall  fee,  Bridget ,  I 

am 
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am  a  Woman  eafie  to  command  my  pafsions  •,  but  in  the  mean 
time  fend  for  a  Scrivener ,  and  bid  him  bring  a  Blank  Conveyance 
with  him:  for  though  I  dorefolve  to  make  Mr.  Crazy  my  Huf- 
band  ,  yet  Iwilldifpofe  of  myEftate,  as  prudent  Widdows  are 
wont  to  do. 

Sir  Rich.  ’Slife  /  now  ’tis  time  to  appear !  lihall  be  finely  us'd 
elfe  by  this  Villainous  Woman.  I'll  into  the  Town  and  prepare 
for’t. 

Enter  Servant’ 

Serv.  Madam,  Mr.  Crazy  is  coming  to  wait  on  you- 

La.  Lev.  Tell  him  I  am  retir’d .  Bridget ,  l’llleave  thee  to  found 
him  as  to  point  of  this  Concern. -  [£*• 

Bridg.  Thisispleafant  ,  I’ll  obferve  him. 

Enter  Crazy  ,  (lumbles  and falls. 

Craz.  Murder,  murder.  O  Heaven!  whatlhall  I  do?  1  have 
hurt  my  felf  juft  upon  the  Shin-bone ,  that  was  exfoliated :  I  have 
fpoil’d  my  Arm :  I  fell  juft  upon  that  part  of  my  Arm ,  where  is  a 
Callous  Node  upon  the  Perieftium. 

Bridg.  What's  the  matter  Sir  i 

Craz.  I  have  hurt  ray  felf  a  little  with  the  fall;  befideslamin 
a  little  diforder  for  the  lofs  of  T heedofias  fore  fome  bafe  fellow  has 
forc’d  her  hence  ;  for  I  am  fure  (he  lov’d  me  moft  extreamly, 
’Sdeath  I  have  fpilt  my  Bortle  of  Diet-drink  in  my  Pocket,  and 
fpoil’d  all  my  Almonds  and  Raifins. 

Bridg.  Flatter  not  your  felf,  Mr.  Crazy ;  (he  loves  you  not. 

Craz.  Prethee  donotputthisuponme;  ha,  ha,  ha.  Iam  Arc 
no  man  had  thofe  favourable  fmiles  from  her  that  I  received.  Oh! 
that  twinge. 

Bridg.  Come,  the  truth  is ,  Sir ,  (lie  is  fled  away  with  Mr.  Rny- 
wund.  a. 

Craz,  Lord,  Mrs.  Bridget!  all  this  won’t  do  ;  as  if  I  did  not 
know  when  a.Woman  loves  me  ? 

Bridg.  You  may  pleafe  to  flight  it;  but  tomy  knowledge  (lie  is 

marry ’d  to  Mr.  Raymund. 
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Craz.  Is  it  true  i  . 

Bridg.  Too  true  for  you. - 

Craz.  I  am  ruin’d  beyond  redemption ,  I  am  for  ever  difap- 
pointed  both  of  Love  and  Money. 

Bridg.  There  is  another  perfon  in  the  world  that’s  worth  your 
Love,  and  has  a  Fortune  equal  to  Theodofia. 

Craz.  Dear  Soul,  thou  do’ft  eternally  oblige  me butprethee 
who  is ’t  ?  Oh,  oh,  prethee  tell  me. 

Bridg.  My  Lady  Love) oath. 

Craz.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  well  really  fhe  is  a  fine  perfon ,  and  lam  ex- 
treamly  deceiv’d  ,  if  fhe  has  not  a  violent  and  moft  predominant 
pafsion  for  me. 

Bridg.  Sir,  You  are  not  deceiv’d. 

Craz.  I  think  not  — -  I  would  forgive  a  Woman  that  can  de¬ 
ceive  me  in  that  point. -  But  where  is  ihe  i 

Bridg.  In  her  Chamber ,  where  I  am  fure  you  would  be  no  un¬ 
welcome  perfon. 

Craz.  This  is  very  lucky,  by  this  means  I  (ball  be  fully  reveng’d 
for  the  moft  perfidious  Apoftacy  of  Theodofia ,  and  with  this  am¬ 
ple  fortune  patch  up  my  own  ruinous  condition. 

Bridg.  No  more,  Sir,  but  go  to  my  Lady  while  (be  is  in  this 
humor. 

Craz.  I  am  happy  beyond  exprefsion  ii  your  Friendlhip ;  alas,  I 
know  this  poor  thing  loves  me  dearly  and  gad  (he  (hall  be  no  lo- 
fer  by  it :  I  will  go  immediately  and  kifs  my  Ladies  hand  >  but 
ki  the  mean  time  receive  this  little  piece  of  my  gratitude. 

Bridg.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir. 

Craz.  Sweet,  dear  Rogue,  I  kifs  thy  pretty  hand. - [Ex^ 

Enter  Drybob, 

Tir)b.  How  now  ? 

Is  theftray  Lady  return’d  home? 

Bridg.  No  Sir ,  there’s  no  news  of  her  ? 

Dryb.  IamtheunlawfulOfF-fpringof  a  Jugler,  if  ever  man  of 
honour  encounter’d  fuch  a  Crocodile  •,  and  yet  let  me  not  live ,  if 
lhehadnotthe  moft  pretty  harmonious  drain  of  wit  %ith  her  that 
evet  tempted  a  judicious  Ear, 

Bridg, 
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Bridg.  But  (he  is  falfe - -  (he  is  falfe* 

Drjb,  Really  1  begin  to  conjedhue  it ,  yet  (lie  has  fo  many  pre¬ 
dominant  pertedions  with  her ,  which  I  did  adore  5  that  I  can 
fcarce  invite  this  into  my  belief :  Invite  it — 'faith  that's  well e- 
noughtoo. 

Bridg-  Tis  too  true. 

Drjb.  Well  (lie  is  gone ,  adieu  to  her  s  yet  really  (lie  had  the 
prettied  Figures  and  the  choiceft  Phrafes  in  her  ordinary  Confe1 
rences :  there  are  not  better  in  Fbaramond ,  or  Cleopatra. 

Bridg.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  fo  indifferent. 

Dryb.  Not  fo  indifferent :  Gad  I  admire  the  (harpnefs  of  her  In¬ 
genuity  - But  I’ll  tell  thee  the  truth  /  have  fent  my  man  to 

a  little  Roftcrucian  or  Star-gazer  j  to  enquire  of  my  ''tar  how  (he 
comes  thus  to  dart  from  her  Sphere:  Start  from  her  Sphere,  that 
is  well  now ;  that  is  well. 

Bridg.  And  when  will  he  return  i 

Dryb.  /expedt  him  at  every  pulfe  of  my  Watch  •,  and  by  the 
way  is  not  that  pretilyfaid - hum -  But  /  hope  l  (hall  re¬ 

cover  her ,  and  yet  if  I  lofe  her,  I  am  a  Rat-Catcher  if  /  have  not 
as  many  Midriffes  as  I c an  turn  my  felf  too:  Faith  /  have  abun¬ 
dance  of  Ladies  that  would  think  themfelves  happy  to  etijoyme: 
but /cannot  be  in  all  places  at  once :  yet  in  good  faith  /wilh  my 
felf  an  Ubiquitary  for  their  Love,  as /am  an  honed  man. 

Within .  Bridget. 

Bridg,  I  am  calld ,  adieu  Sir. -  [£jc.  Bridget, 

*  ^ 

Enter  Mr.  Brisk e. 

Brisk.  How  now  !  What’s  the  News  ?  Has  Eaymund  dole  a- 
way  Theodofia - ha. 

Dryb.  Ay  pox  on  him  ,  he,  or  fome  damn’d  Robber  as  bad  as 
he ,  that  /  fear  by  this -time  have  committed  Burglary  upon  her 

Boy..  *  .  •! 

k.  And  fliall /be  thus  cheated  of  myMifirifs? 

;  YourMidrifs - ha,  ha, ha,  you  fpeak  as  freely  of  her 

• .  :  i  were  acquainted  ever  fince  the  Deluge  with  her. 

. <•  Wny,  had  you  any  pretence  to  her  c* 
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Dryb.  YesSif,  that  I  had,  and  perhaps  no  man  receiv’d  larger 

tefhmonies  of  her  innate  affection. 

Brisk,  Oh  impudence  /  why  Cure  you  don't  pretend  to  be  a 
manfit  for  Ladies  Converfation  /  What  Charms  have  you  to  at¬ 
tract  ’em  ?  Ha,  ha,  ha,  you 

Dryb.  What  Charms  quoth  he  tT  Is  any  man  in  Europe  more 
notorious  among  Ladies ,  or  valu’d  for  his  pregnant  parts ,  than 
Drybob  <  My  manner  of  fpeaking,  if  it  were  nothing  elfe,  is  enough 
to  intoxicate  Ladies  affections.  No  Orator. in  Chriftendom  adorns 
his  Language  with  thofe  Flowers  that  I  do,  or  is  inrich’d  with  more 
plentifnl  Difcourfe. 

/  risk.  Ad  autre  Monfieur  ad  autre. 

Dryb.  Ne’r  tell  me  Sir,  The  Ladies  of  the  Town  arefoexorbi- 
tantly  pleas’d  with  my  manner  of  fpeaking ,  that  I  have  been  often 
fee  upon  a  Table  tofpeak  extempore  to  a  whole  Room  full,  and 
haveravifh'd  ’em  all  for  halt  an  hour  together}  and  this  I  have  goc 
by  Univerfity  Learning  and  Travelling. 

Brisk.  Fiddle,  faddle  on  your  Travelling  and  Univerfity. 

Dryb.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  I  proteft  you  make  me  fmile. 

Brisk.  You  talk  of  Ladies,  lam  a  man  that  ftill  flourifh  in  the 
Spring  of  all  the  Fafhions,  and  in  fuch  variety  that  upon  my  honour 
*tis  not  a  fortnight  fince  the  publifhing  of  my  laft  new  Suit. 

Dryb.  Publifhing!  Pox  o’this  Rogue  J  how  came  he  to  lire  up¬ 
on  that  prety  expteffion. -  £  Afide v 

Brisk.  You  vifit  Ladies  /  Gad  I  fpend  more  money  in  a  year  to 
keep  my  felf  fweet,  than  thy  revenue  comes  to. 

Dryb.  I  am  the  Son  of  a  Lancafbire  Witch ,  if  thou  art  not  an 
errant  (linking  Fellow  then-,  but  what  do  fuch  people  figmfie  but 
to  maintain  Foo's,  Whores,  Mercers,  Barbers,  and  Fidlers. 

Brisk.  Look  you  Sir,  I  care  not  a  farthing  for  your  frumps 
what  can  you  doc’  lean  fing  or  walk  a  Corant  with  any  man  in 
Europe ,  fa,  la,  la,  la. 

Dryb.  Aslhopeever  tohve  to  eat  Woodcocks ,  thisisamoft 
flupendious  Baboon.  Pfhaw ,  what  d’ee  talk  of  this  (  Can  you 
break  a  Jell  or  make  a  Reperte  to  render  your  felf  acceptable,  to 
*Perfons?  That  ought  to  be  the  bufinefs  of  all  Gentlemen,  to  take 
all  opportunities  of  fhewing  their  parts  and  complying  with  Com¬ 
pany. 
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Brisk.  Break  Jefts  !  Plhaw,  no  man  in  Europe  better  >  but  I 
have  other  wayes  to  catch  Ladies.  Look  you  no  man  appears  bet¬ 
ter  upon  a  Bench  in  the  Play-Houfe,  when  I  ftand  up  to  expofe  my 
perfon  between  the  ACb ;  I  take  out  my  Comb,  and  with  a  bonne 
mien  combe  my  Perriwig  to  the  tune  the  Fiddles  play :  thus,  look 
you ,  fa,  la,  la,  la. 

Drjb.  ’Plhaw ,  I  bear  my  felf  at  another  rate  I  fit  in  judgement 
upon  Playes  with  my  Hat  thus  >  with  a  brow  wrinckl’d  like  a  wi¬ 
ther’d  Pear-mayne  5  which  Gad  is  a  very  pretty  thought,  take  no¬ 
tice  of  that :  but  by  this  pofture  am  I  become  more  dreadful  to  the 

Poets  and  Players  then , - What,  let  me  fee ,  pox  on’ t,  hum. 

This  is  thefirft  time  I  ever  wanted  a  fmile  in  my  life. 

Enter  La.  Loveyouth  and  Crazy - 

Cras..  Madam,  I  am  tranfported  with  your  favours. 

La.  Lov.  Why  in  earn  eft,  Sir,  I  take  you  fora  Perfon  of  Gene- 
roficy,  and  I  cannot  out  comply  with  your  honourable  affections. 

Cruz.  Madam,  I  humbly  k  ifs  your  foot ,  I  will  immediately  go 
and  prepare  for  the  perfection  of  my  happinefs. 

La.  Lov.  W  hy  truly  Sir ,  it  is  fomeching  too  fud  den  and  teme¬ 
rarious,  but  you  have  foabfolutean  Afcendant  over  me,  that  I 
canuot-fignifie  any  thing  as  to  point  of  Repulfe. 

Cras,.  I  make  bold  to  take  my  leave  for  fome  few  moments. 

Enter  R aymund  in  difguife  and  Bridget. 

La.  Lov.  Have  you  brought  a  Deed  with  you  * 

iajm.  Yes  Madam,  fuch  a  one  as  will  fit  you  to  a  hair.  * 

La.  Lov.  Let  us  in  and  read  it.  —  [£*.  La.  Lov.  and  Raym. 

Brisk.  Pojftm’t  Mrs.  Bridget ,  thou  know’ft  well  enough  what’s 
become  of  Theodora ,  prethee  tell  me. 

Bricfe.  Well,  to  you  I  muft  confefs  Ido,  fince  ihe  gave  me 
commfflionto  doit;  and  Sir,  the  report  of  Mr.  Rajmund' s  dealing 
herisfalfe:  Ihe  ftill  preferves  her  love  10  you  ,  you  are  the  man 
Ihe  refolves  to  live  and  die  with. 

Brisk.  Dear  Rogue  bring  me  to  her ;  faith  I  was  amaz’d  to 
think  fhe  Ihould  leave  me ,  and  betray  her  felf  to  Baymund,  a  fellow 

that 
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that  never  wore  a  noble  and  polite  Garnitore  orawhitePerriwig, 
one  that  has  nor  a  Bit  of  Intereft  at  Cbatelins ,  or  ever  eat  a  good 
Fricacy ,  Sop ,  or  Roguft ,  in  his  life  5  but  prethee  bring  me  to 
her* 

Bridg.  Go  immediately  to  your  Lodging ,  you  (hall  hear  from 
me. 

Brisk.  Adieu ,  Servant  Drybob. 

Dryb.  Pray  will  you  oblige  my  undemanding ,  to  reveal  to  k 
this  Myftery. 

Bridg.  ’Tisall  for  you  ,  in  (hort  Theodofu  has  employ’d  me  to 
tell  you  ,  that  to  avoid  the  importunity  of  Crazy  and  Brisks ,  (he 
fled  away  ,  but  for  you  (he  has  (till  the  fame  honour  andefteem 

which  you  defeive, 

Dryb.  In  good  faith  this  thought  was  no  (hanger  to  my  imagi¬ 
nation. 

Bridg.  I  have  fent  him  away ,  that  he  might  not  pry  into  our 
adfions.  Hark,  my  Lady  is  coming.;  go  inftantly  and  walk  in  the 
Piazza ,  I  will  fend  to  you  fuddenly. 

Dryb.  I  will,  I  will  -  —  Dryb. 

Bridg.  I  have  a  plot  in  this  mifchievous  head  of  mine ,  if  it  takes, 
(hall  prove  noi'l  farce. 

Enter  La.  Loveyouth  WRaymund. 

La.  Lov .  W  hat  are  the  Gentlemen  gone  i 
Pray  call  a  Servant  or  two  to  be  witnefles  of  this  Deed  of  Gift  of 
all  my  F  (fate  to  my  Cofin  Richard  after  my  deceafe. 

Bridg.  Yes,  Madam. -  [_Ex. 

Baym.  Remember  Mrs.  Bridget. 

La.  Lov.  Now  I  (hall  fit  Theodora  for  a  punifiiment  for  all  her 
villany,  by  this  Deed,  (hall  I  not? 

Baym.  Yes,  Madam, - better  than  you  imagine. 

Enter  Servant  and  Bridget. 

La.  Ltv.  Oh  are  you  come.  Come,  are  you  ready  t 

Baym.  I  will  put  on  the  Wax,  Madam,  here’s  a  Deed  will  match 
it,  and  ready  fill’d  up  to  my  purpofe;  I  have  chang'd  it  without 
difcovery.  • - Come  Madam.  | _Sht  Jets  her  hand  to  it. 

K  2  .  LaJLov. 
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I  \  .  • 

LaLov.  I  declare  this  as  my  Ail  and  Deed.  Come  wicnefs  it. 
So, _ here  Bridget  take  my  Key  and  lock  it  up. 

Bridge  Yes  »  it  fliall  be  kept  fafe.  - - from  you  I  allure 

you. -  _  C  A  fide. 

Li.  Ltv.  There’s  for  your  pains ;  do’s  that  content  you  ?  [Ex. 

Rijm.  Yes,  Madam ,  I  am  contented. -  [Ex.  La.  Lov- 

Or  all  the  world  can  never  make  me  fo ,  to  have  obtain’d  my  The- 
ffdofu ,  is  a  happinefs  fo  great ,  that  Icould  think  of  nothing  be¬ 
yond  that;  nor  Ihould  1  have  done  this,  had  it  not  been  for  her: 
for  I  in  her  have  all  I  e’r  would  aim  at. 

Bridget  returns. 

Bridg.  There  Sir,  there’s  the  Deed. 

Raym.  Dear  Mrs.  Bridget ,  you  have  oblig’d  me  beyond  a  Re- 
compence. 

Bridg-  Now  you  are  marry ’d  to  her  and  have  the  Writing,  pray 
let  the  Lady  iheodofta  come  hither  inftantly  ,  I  have  more  Irons  in 
the  Fire,  and  need  her  afsiftance. 

Raym .  Tiswell,  1 11  not  fail  to  tell  her -  [  Ex,  Raym. 

Enter*  Sneake,. 


Sneak.  Now,  dear  Madam  Bridget ,  Let  our  Flamesincorporate, 
and  by  the  Myfterious  Union  of  a  Conjugal  Knot,  beyond  tho 
Gordian,  too  ftrong  for  the  Macedonian  Steel  torefcind. 

Bridge  Shall  I  never  learn  to  underftand  you  ,  pray  help  me  to  a 
cLvis. 

Sneak.  The  meaning  of  it  is  I  would  make  you  my  Spoufe. 

Bridg.  What  e  would  you  lofe  you*  Fdlowfhip  ? 

Sneak .  I  would  to  that,  as  they  fay — Nunciumremittere 5  for 
I  am  prefented  to  a  Benefice  worth  fix  on5t. 

Bridg.  You  have reafon,  Lfhall  deny  you  nothing  that’s  reafo- 
nable,  upon  condition  you  will  do  one  thing  for  me. 

Sneaky.  ’Tis  very  well,  I  fihall  not deny  it. 

Fofl  variosCafus  po/l  tet  di\erimina  rerum . 

Tzndimws  in  Latinm - - 
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Bridg.  You  muft  firft  marry  Mr.  Brisk,  and  Mr.  Dry  bob  as  I  lhall 
dire&you,  but  the  Ladies  will  not  be  known,  therefore  you  muft 
marry  ’em  in  Vizor  Masks. 

Sneak.  Iwi'l,  fince  you  command,  makeno  hxfitation  or  dila¬ 
tory  fciuple. 

Bridg.  Pray  be  gone  ,  I  fee  one  coming  I  muft  fpeak  with ; 
well,  this  Plot  if  it  takes,  will  produce  no  unpleafant  [ Ex ,  Sneake, 
effects.  Oh  Madam ! 

Enter  Theodofia. 

lam  heartily  glad  your  Plot  focceededfo  well. 

Thee.  Dear  Bridget  I  owe  a  great  deal  of  it  to  thee. 

Bridg.  I  am  happy  that  I  could  ferveyou  •,  but  now  I  have  a 
delignof  my  own ,  in  which  I  beg  your  Ladylhips  afsiftance. 

Theo.  You  may  be  aflur’d  of  that,  what  is  it? 

Bridg.  I  have  perfwaded  each  of  the  Coxcombs  Bn  she  and 
3rybob ,  that  you  fled  to  referve  your  felf  for  him  >  and  each  has  fo; 
good  an  op  nion  of  himfelf ,  that  I  found  it  no  hard  matter. 

Theo. ,  W  hat  can  this  produce  to  your  advantage  ? 

Bridg.  Madam,  I’ll  tell  you. 

Enter  Striker  and  Frisk  e.  — - - 

Frisk,.  G  ood  lack,  Madam  Striker,  who  thought  to  have  feen 
you  here  A 

sink.  Why,  Madam  Frisk*  ?  I  hope  I  may  be  as  welcome  here 
as  you  can. 

Frisk.  I  do  not  know  that  neither. 

Strik.  Madam, your  Ladylhips  moft  obedient  Servant. 

Theo.  Madam>  your  Ladylhips  moft  affectionate  Servant. 

Frisk.  Madam,  your  Ladylhips  moft  obliged  Servant. 

Theo,  Madam  ,  your  Ladylhips  moft  faithful  and  devoted  Ser¬ 
vant. 

Strik  Madam,  I  have  weighty  occalion  invites  me  to  kifs your 
Ladylhips  hands  this  Forenoon. 

Fr  'uk.  And  I  one  of  no  lefsconfequence,  I  allure  your  Lady- 
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Theo.  .1  hope  your  Ladyfhips  will  do  me  the  honour  to  pro¬ 
nounce  both  your  occafions, 

f/X  f  Madam,  Mine  is. 

Sink.  I  wonder  you  have  no  more  breeding  than  to  interrupt 
one. 

Frisk.  Marry  come  up  Mrs.  Habberdafber !  Do  you  think  my 
Breeding  inferiour  to  yours?  I  am  fure  I  was  bred  at  a  very  pretty 
dancing  School  hard  by,  and  you  talk  of  that. 

Strik.  Good  Mrs.  Gigg-em-bob  I  your  breeding ,  ha,  ha,  lam 
fure  my  husband  marry’d  me  from  Hackney  School,  where  there 
was  a  number  of  Subftantial  Citizens  Daughters;  your  Breeding  — 

Frisk.  Good  Mrs.  Gill-flirts  we  live  in  a  hneage  ,  if  a  little 
Paltry  Citizens  Wife  fhall  compare  her  feif  with  a  Perfon  of  my 
Qua'ity ,  ifaith. 

Strtk.  Thy  Quality  Mrs.  Kick-up - 

Theo.  Nay ,  pray  Ladies !  Pray  keep  the  peace.  Come,  have 
but  a  little  patience,  and  I  will  give  Audience  to  both ;  but  no 
more  contention,  I  am  in  hafteMrs.  Striker. 

Strik.  Madam ,  I  have  done ;  and  my  bufinefs  is  this :  I  pro- 
teft  1  am  almoft  afham’d  to  tell  you;  but  it  muft  out :  Mr.  Crazy 
has  long  fince  engag'd  his  heart  to  me  and  I  mine  to  him,  and 
therefore  I  think ,  Madam,  your  Ladyfhip  ought  not  to  encou¬ 
rage  the  falfhoodof  any  Ladies  Servant  ,  toliften  to  any  proffers 
of  affe&ion  from  him. 

Theo.  Why,  you  are  marry ’d !  YourServant. 

Strik*  Ay,  ay,  by  that  time  your  Ladyfhip  has  been  m  arry’d  a 
yearortwo,  you'll  foon  find  the  necefsity  of  aGallant  as  well  as 
I;  befides  my  husband’s  in  a  Confumption,  heaven  be  prais’d, 
he  cannot  live  long. 

Theo.  Madam ,  upon  my  word  I  will  not  rob  you  of  your  Jewel, 
I  freely  refign  him  to  you. 

Frisk.  WhatJ  will  you  never  have  done?  Madam,  Does  your 
Ladyfhip  know  that  Mt.  Briske  is  my  Servant. 

Theo.  Yes,  yes,  and  know  (and  know  what  you  would  have) 
and  I  have  found  out  a  way  to  get  you  mar  y’d  t®  this  Servant  too, 
or  to  another  as  good. 


Frisk. ■ 
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Frisk.  I  humbly  thank  your  Ladyfhipi  indeed  I  had  rather  have 
another,  for  befides  variety  in  the  Cate,  Ithallbethen  at  once 
prov;ded  w  ith  a  Husband  and  a  Gallant. 

T heo.  Pray  take  this  Key ,  and  go  up  two  pair  of  Stairs  to  a 
Chamber  on  your  left  hand  and  flay  there  till  farther  order.  I  war¬ 
rant  you,  I’ll  pleafe  you 5  but  at  prefent  you  muft  leave  me: 
Be  gone. 

Strik.  Madam  ,  I  humbly  take  my  leave  of  your  Ladylhip,  your 
Servant. - 

Frisk.  Your  Servant  Madam ,  I  am  gone. -  [to  Theo. 

theo.  Your  Ladyflvps  humble  Servant,  I’ll  to  my  Chamber 
Bridget ,  and  I’ll  warrant  thee  to  effedl  thy  defign. 

Strik.  Whyfure  you  han’t  the  confidence  to  take  place  of  me, 
have  you  Mrs.  Whirliwigg. 

Frisk.  Piethee  PufTe  be  quiet ,  I  know  what  I  do. 

stnk..  Avoid  you  Sccumpet,  I  am  the  Mother  of  Children. 

Frisk.  Then  ftay  there  thou  grave  Matron. -  [Ex. 

Strik.  She  has  got  it,  well  I  was  never  foaffronted  in  my  life,  I 
could  tear  her  heart  out :  I’ll  be  revetfg’d  if  Hive —  [Ex.  Striker. 

theo.  Stay,  here !  I’ll  fend  for  the  brace  of  Oafs. 

Bridg.  I  will,  Madam  - 

Enter  Crazy,  Parfon,  and  Footman. 

Cruz.  Sweet  Mrs.  Bridget  I  am  thy  moft  obliged  Servant,  I 
have  found  out  Mr.  Sneahe  and  brought  him  here  along  with  me, 
tocompleat  myhappinefs  in  joyning  me  toyourLadyj  and  upon 
my  honour  the  whole  remainder  of  my  life  and  love  fhall  be  at  thy 
fervice. 

Bridg,  I  am  glad  it  was  in  my  power  to  oblige  my  Lady  in  fo 
fine  a  Perfon. 

Craz.  Not  fo  neither,  yet  I  will  be  bold  to  fay  flie  will  not  be 
altogether  unhappy  in  a  Husband.  Boy,  I  had  forgot,  go  home, 
and  bring  me  a  Bottle  of  my  Dyet-Drink,  or  I  fhall  eat  no  Dinner 
to  day.  Come  Sir  ■  ■  [Ex.  Craz,  and  Sneak. 
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Enter  Raymund. 

Raym.  Where’s  my  dear  Thodofia  t 

Bridg.  She’ll  inftantly  be  here }  now  Sir  I  have  time  towifhyou 
all  happinefs. 

Raym.  I  thank  you,  but  ’tis  a  fuperfluous  wilh  ,  I  have' it  all 
already  ;  nothing  is  yet  behind  but  to  make  peace  with  my  Lady 
Loveyouth ,  whom  I  really  have  ufed  ill ;  and  to  reward  your  kind- 
nefs,  in  earneftof  which,  you  muft  receive  thisfmall  prefent. 

Bridg.  Sir,  I  am  already  too  well  rewarded,  the  honour  of  fer- 
ving  you  carries  that  along  with  it. 

Raym.  You  are  too  kind  5  but  what  pofltbilities  is  there  of  re¬ 
conciling  me  to  your  Lady. 

Bridg.  She  is  now  pretty  well  appeas’d ,  and  has  made  choice 
of  another  for  a  Husband. 

Enter  Theodofia. 

Raym.  Who’s  that  < 

My  deareft  Theodojia ,  I  am  fo  happy  in  thy  love,  that  ’tis  beyond 
the  power  of  Fortune  to  oblige  me  more  I  can  now  look  down  on 
thofe/once  haveenvy’d ,  and  fcorn  all  pleafuresin  the  world  but 
thee-. 

Theo.  /can  foonerdiftruft  my  felf  than  your  honour,  and  cannot 
but  be  very  eafie  to  believe  what /like  fo  well ;  though  my  own 
want  of  merit  would  perfwade  me  to  the  contrary. 

Raym.  /find  the  wifeft  have  ftilllefs  knowledge  of  themfclves 
than  of  others ,  or  you  would  value  more  what  all  men  do-, 
your  Beauty,  Wit,  andVertue,  are  fo  admirable,  that  Nature 
could  have  added  nothing  to  you  >  nor  is  there  one  Charm  in  all 
the  reft  of  yourSex?  that  can  one  moment  divide  my  .thoughts 
from  you. 

Theo.  I  have  fo  great  a  belief  in  your  conftancy  and  truth,  your 
words  can  ne’r confirm  me  more ;  therefore  let  us  leave  this,  and 
think  of  fome  attonement  to  my  Aunt  :  for  my  part  I  know 
none  better  than  helping  her  to  another  fora  Husband  if  we  can : 

for 


for  flie  longs  more  for  one ,  than  a  Son  and  Heir  of  one  and  twen¬ 
ty  does  for  the  death  of  his  Father. 

Bridg.  Madam  ,  S  he  does  not  want  that ,  for  flie  and  Mr.  Crazy 
have  refolv’d,  he  to  be  reveng’d  of  you,  and  {he  to  be  reveng’d 
of  Mr.  Raymund ,  to  couple  in  the  Bonds  of  Wedlock. 

Then.  'Tis  pity  to  forbid  the  Banes. 

Rajm.  To  Crazy !  what  has  flie  a  mind  to  pralftife  Phyfick  and 
Surgery. 

Enter  Drybob  and  Briske. 

7 ‘heo.  O!  yonder  comes  Drybob  and  Briske. 

Pray  Mr.  Raymund  avoid  the  room,  and  enter  not  till  I  give  you 
your  cue -  [ Ex .  Raymund. 

Brisk.  Iam  come.  Madam,  according  to  appointment  ,  andun- 
derftand  your  refofutions  are  to  live  and  die  with  zf  ack  Briske. 

7 heo.  I  will  no  longer  conceal  my  affedions !  I  am  fo  ill  us’d  by 
my  Aunt,  that  if  you  think  fit,  I  will  immediately  confent  to  be 
your  Wife Mr.  Sneake  (hall  do  it  for  us. 

Brisk,  tyow  am  I  fcxalted  !  Dear  Madam,  let  it  be  inftantly. 

Theo,  Bpt  I  muft  hide  my  face,  or  he’ll  difcover  me  to  my  Aunr, 
and  we  may  be  prevented  for  this  time. 

Brisk.  ’Slife ,  I  have  thought  on’t ,  you  fliall  put  on  a  Vizor 
Mask. 

Dryb.  What/  will  you  engrofs  the  Ladies  Ear  ? 

7heo.  Pray  go  and  exped  me  fuddenly. 

Brisk.  Farewel  Drybob,  ha,  ha,  ha !  poor  fneaking  fellow.  [_Exl 

Thee.  Mr.  Drybob  I  will  not  blufli  to  own  my  affedion  to  you. 

Dryb.  I  hope,  Madam,  you  need  not. 

Enter  Sir  Richard. 

7heo.  Yonder  comes  one  I  muftfpeak  with,  pray  go  with  Brid-\ 
get-,  I  have  entrufted  her  with  the  reft  :  I  will  be  with  you  fud¬ 
denly.  • 

Dryb.  Come,  my  Dear  Bridget ,  I  flie  as  quick  as  thought. 

Ex,  Drybob  and  Bridget } 
L  Sir  Rich . 
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Sir  Rich.  Madam  I  befeech  you  where’s  my  Lady  f 

Thee.  Oh  flie's  marry’d  to  Crazy  fince  I  faw  you ;  fhe  has  made 
quick  difpatch  ( allure  you. 

Sir  Rich.  ’S Death  and  Hell  marry’d  !  Is  this  truth,  Madam  i 

rhco.  Ay  Sir,  but  what's  the  Caufe  that  makes  you  fo  concern’d 
at  it? 

Sir  Rich.  Have  I  not  reafon  <  Do  yon  know  this  face  >  [fttUs  off 

Theo-  O  Heaven/  my  Uncle  Sir  Rich.  Loveyonth.  [his  difguife. 
S  r  Rich.  Ceafe  your  wonder  Niece  ,_you  fee  the  Story  of  my 
death  was  feign’d. 

Theo.  My  dear  Uncle !  I  am  infinitely  happy  to  fee  you  once 
more  in  this  place.  This  was  a  happy  change. 

Sir  Rich.  N iece  I  rejoyce  no  left  to  fee  thee ;  thou  art  improv’d 
in  beauty  fince  I  faw  thee :  but  this  abominable  Woman  I  for  ever 
banifli  from  my  thoughts. 

Tbco.  But  pray  Sir ,  what  made  you  keep  your  difguife  folong 
after  your  return  ? 

Sir  Rich.  Ill  tell  you  Niece,  but  hold  I  hear  fome  coming  hi¬ 
ther  ;  I’ll  with-draw  and  acquaint  you  with  it. 

Theo.  Come  Sir,  and  I’ll  bring  you  to  one  that  willjae  glad  to 
fee  you - - ■■■  .  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Crazy,  La.  Loveyouth,  and  two  Servants. 

Crate,.  Now,  my  dear  Lady,  I  am  happy  beyond  my  wiflies.- 

La.  Lov.  Sir,  I  befeech  you  be  not  the  worfe  opinionated  of  me, 
for  your  eafie  Conqueft  5  for  I  have  long  had  an  inclination 
for  you. 

Enter  Sneak ,  Drybob  and  Friske ,  Briskest/  Bridget. 

(  Friske  and  Bridget  masked. ) 

How  now  i  whom  have  we  here  ? 

Brisk.  Madam  /  your  S ervant,  ha,  ha,  ha,  you  little  think  where 
Theodofia  is  ? 

La.  Lov.  Name  her  not,  vile  Creature ,  to  run  away  with 
Raymnnd. 
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Drjb.  No,  bo,  fhe  did  not  run  away  with  him.  With  J Uymtsnd 
quoth  (he?  no, no. 

Brisk.  What  does  this  Fool  mean  ?  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Lt.Lov.  Not  marry’d  to  Raymond !  how  unlucky  is  this  ?  that 
1  (hould  fool  my  felf  into  marrying  this  fellow  j  I  might  yet  have 
captivated  Mr.  Raymund. 

Sneak.  Gentlemen,  are  you  both  fatisfi'd  with  yourmarriage  i 

Dryb.  Ay,  ay. 

Brisk.  Ay,  ay.  Come ,  my  dear  Theodofia ,  unmask  your  felf, 
and  keep  ’em  no  longer  in  fufpence. 

Bride.  Sir,  I  obey  you. - ■ -  [She  unmasks. 

Brisk,  'SDeath  and  Hell !  Who’s  this?  Bridget! 

All.  Bridget  — —  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sneak,  o  temporal  o  meres!  Would  you  ferve  me  thus  ?  Ilhall 
not  live  to  endure  it ,  I  fhall  fuddenly  expire ,  and  Evt  dtctrovl®-  jSa 

(JLlSvTa  Tiex* 

Dryb.  Now  Briske ,  thou  haft  marry’d  the  Chamber-maid  ,  I'll 
prefer  thee ;  I  told  thee  the  Miftrifs  was  for  my  turn :  Prethee  my 
dear  unmask,  hal  Who’s  this  i 

Frisk.  Even  as  you  fee  Sir - -  ("Friske  unmaskis. 

Dryb.  Death,  Fire  brands,  Devils  Damnation,  !  What's  this  f 

Brisk.  My  old  Miftrifs  !  Prethee  Drybob  be  patient,  thou  wile 
have  a  Son  and  Heir  of  mine  ftiortly ;  and  prethee  for  my  fake  take 
care  and  fee  him  well  educated. 

Craz.  How  now  Gentlemen,  are  you  bob’dr 

£»fer  Raymund  WTheodofia. 

Raym.  Madam,  We  are  come  to  beg  your  approbation  of  cu; 
Marriage  5  I  humbly  beg  your  pardon  for  the  irregular  means  I 
us’d:  Fray  Madam  turn  not  from  us ,  but  give  us  yourconfent; 
fince  tis  now  too  late  to  prevent  it. 

La.  Lov.  Avoid  my  prelence  thou  impudent  fellow ,  I’ll  have 
thee  kick'd. 
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Enter  Mrs.  Striker  and  whiff  ers  Mrs.  Bridget* 

Craz.  Poor  fellows ,  methinks  you  look  asfcurvily  as  if  yon 
were  mounting  the  Pillo:  y  with  Papers  on  your  backs. 

Strike  Marry’d  fay  you  ?  Ah  falfe  man  /  have  you  us’d  me  thus  > 
Did  I  for  i  his  yield  up  my  honour  to  you ,  and  you  promis’d  me  to 
marry  me  after  the  death  of  my  Husband  ;  who  is  in  a  deep  Con- 
fumptioo  1  Ah  villainous  man  J  I  will  have  thee  kick'd  and 
beaten. 

Raym,  Drybob,  Tell  him  his  Wife  has  made  over  all  her  Eftate. 

Dryb.  Yet  this  condition  of  mine  is  as  good  as  marrying  a  Wid- 
dow  that  has  made  over  her  Bftate,  as  you  have  done. 

Craz.  Is  this  uue,  Madam? 

La.  Lev.  I  muft  conlefs  I  did  it  to  defeat  my  ungracious  Niece  of 
her  inheritance. 

'snl’k  }  Give  y°u  i°y  §00<^  Mr.  Crazy, 

Raym  Madam,  your  Ladyfhip  is  miftaken,  it  is  a  Deed  of 
Gift  of  all  your  Eftate,  after  yourdeccafe,  to  Theodefia :  I  have 
it  here. 

Theo.  Madam ,  I  thank  your  Ladyfhip :  I  fhall  ftudy  to  deferve 
it,  # 

La  Lev.  Am  I  thus  cozen’d  and  abus’d  ? 

Craz.  ’  T is  1  am  cozen  d  and  abus’d. 

Strike  Go  thy  ways  thou  vile  man ,  thou  art  ferv’d  right  for  thy 
falfhood  to  me. 

Craz  I’ll  be  reveng’d  of  her -  H^fide. 

I  muft  tell  you,  Madam,  you  are  not  lefs  drfappointed  than  l  am ; 
for  I  muft  ingenioufly  confeis  I  am  very  much  vifited  with  the 
Pox 

Dryb.  Pox  on  him  for  a  Rafcal  5  vifited  is  a  very  pretty  word 
there  i’faith* 

La.  Lov.  O  Heaven  I  I  am  undone  for  ever  5  this  is  a  moft  un- 
fpeakable  difappointment  to  a  Lady  /  O  miferable  unfortunate 
Woman  that  lam. 
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Enter  Sir  Richard, 

Sirl^.  What’s  the  matter  Madam  *f 

La.  Lov.  Oh  I  have  juft  now  caft  my  felf  upon  that  difeas’d 
impotent  fcl  ow  ,  that  ual  ing  Ho  pital  Crazy . 

Sir  Rich .  Now,  Madam ,  a’e  wi(h  your  other  Husband  alive  in 
Candia  ? 

La.Lov .  No,  not  fo  neither  5  but  would  I  were  as  fair  rid  of 
this  Husband,  as  1  was  of  him. 

Sir  Rich .  So  1  I  am  beholding  to  her !  '  [Afidc. 

I  have  a  way  to  rid  you  of  this  Husband. 

La.  Lov.  If  you  have ,  you  fhall  comimand  my  perfon  and  my 
pure. 

Sir  Rich,  And  you  Hull  know  that  Ill  command  £ Di  [covers 

’em  both.  himfelf 

Omn .  Sir  Richard  Loveiouth  ali^e!- 

La.  Lov.  O  Heaven  1  I  am  ruin’d  for  ever ,  there  is  now  no  dif- 
fembling  /  all  my  misfortunes  arecompleated  now, 

Graz.  Iam  glad  you  are  come  to  take  your  Wife  agen. 

Sir  Rich.  Fond  Woman  ,  thy  foolifhnefs  and  vanity, and  thy  im¬ 
pertinent  contentions  with  me,  caus’d  my  three  years  abfence  5  and 
fhall  make  me  ftill  continue  a  ftrnnger  to  yom  Convention  :  yet 
you  (hall  never  want  what  e’r  befits  your  Quality  :  upon  the  reft  of 
all  the  Company  let  no^Cloud  appear  to  day. 

Brisk .  You  are  a  happy  man  Crazy. 

Lr’jb.  You  have  had  ill  luck  with  honeft  Women,  Crazy ,  you 
had.e’n  as  good  flick  to  Whores. 

Craz .  I  have  had  worfe  luck  with  them  I  amfure,  yet  this  is 
better  than  marrying  a  Chamber-maid,  or  Wench  big  with  Child, 
Gentlemen. 

Sir  Rich.  Sir,  I  am  a  ftranger  to  your  repute ,  and  think  my  felf 
much  honoured  in  the  relation  I  have  to  you. 

Raym.  Sir,  T he  honour  is  wholly  on  my  fide. 

Sir  Rich.  Come  Gentlemen,  I  am  inform’d  of  all  your  Stories, 
and  ’tis  wifdominyou  to  be  content,  with  what  you  can’t  redrefs. 
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Sit  Rich.  I  (ball  ne’r  have  Children,  I  therefore  here  declare  my 
Niece  my  Heir, 

Tbco.  Sir,  I  can  return  nothing  but  my  thanks. 

Sir  Rich.  This  day,  Sir,  I  dedicate  to  my  fair  Niece  and  you. 
Raym.  You  do  me  too  much  honour. 

Sir  Rich.  Come  Gentlemen  and  Ladies ,  Let’s  be  merry  5  we’ll 
have  Mufick,  we’il  begin  this  days  jollity  with  a  Dance. 

Crazr,  Sweet  Madam  Striker ,  receive  me  into  your  favour;  for 
upon  wy  honour ,  tho*  I  marry ’d  her ,  I  intended  to  referve  the 
whole  (lock  of  my  affe& ion  for  thee. 

Strik.  Get  thee  gone ,  thou  wicked  fellow ,  I  will  have  none  of 
thee-,  theu  haft  declar’d  thou  haft  the  Difcafe:  Get  thee  gone,  I 
tell  thee  I  will  have  thee  kick’d. 

Sir  Rich.  Come  Gentlemen  ,  joyn  in  a  Dance. 

So,  ’ciswell. 

All  happ  nefs  to  both,  and  may  you  be, 

From  difeontentsof  Marriage  ever  free  5 
May  a  1  you:  life  be  one  continued  peace, 

And  may  your  Loves  each  &y  and  hour  encreafe. - 

j Omncs 


Epilogue. 

THe  Mighty  Prince  of  Poets ,  learned  BEN, 
Who  ahne  div'd  into  the  Minds  of  Men  : 
Saw  all  their  wandrings,all  their  follies  tyterv, 
And  all  their  vain  f ant ajlick^pajfions  drew. 
In  Images  fo  lively  and Jo  true  ; 

That  there  each  Humor  iff  himfelf  might  view. 

Tet  onely  lalh’d  the -Errors  of  the  Times , 

And  ne’r  expos’d  the  Perfons ,  but  the  Crimes : 

And  never  car  d for  private  frowns  ,  when  he 
Did  but  chajlife  publickjniqttitie. 

He  fear  d  no  Pimp ,  no  Pickpocket,  or  Drab  •, 

He  fear’d  no  Bravo,  nor  no  Ruffian s  Stab. 

* Twos  he  alone  true  Humors  undo flood, 

And  with  great  Wit  and  Judgment  made  them  good. 

A  Humor  is  the  By  as  of  the  Mind, 

By  which  with  violence  'tis  one  way  inclin'd  : 

It  makes  our  Affions  lean  on  one Jide JiiU , 

And  in  all  Changes  that  way  bends  the  will. 

This  — 

He  onely  knew  andreprefented  right. 

Thus  none  but  Mighty  Johnfon  e'r  could  write. 

Expeff  not  then ,  fince  that  moftflourifbing  Age , 

0/B  E  N.  to  fee  true  Humor  on  the  Stage. 
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All  that  have  juice  been  writ,  if they  be  fcan'd y 
Are  but  faint  Copies  from  that  Majier  s  hand. 
Our  Poet  now ,  amongjl  thofe  petty  things  3 
Alas,  his  too  we  ah^t  rifling  humors  brings. 

As  much  beneath  the  worjl  in  Johnfon’s  Plays , 
As  his  great  Merit  is  above  our  praife. 

For  could  he  imitate  that  great  Author  right , 
He  would  with  eafe  all  Poets  elfe  out-write. 

But  to  out-go  all  other  men,  would  be 
0  Noble  BEN/  lefs  than  to  follow  thee. 
Gallants  you  fee  how  hard  it  is  to  write , 
Forgive  all  faults  the  Poet  made  to  night : 
Since  if  he ftnn  d,  *twas  meant  for  your  delight. 
P ray  let  this  find — 

As  good  fuccefs ,  tho'  it  be  very  bad. 

As  any  damn'd  fuccefsful  Play  e’r  had. 

Tet  if  you  hifs ,  he  knows  not  where  the  harm  is 
He’ll  not  defend  his  Non-fence  Vi  &  Armis. 

But  this  poor  play  has  been  fo  torn  before , 

T hat  all  your  Cruelty  can’t  wound  it  more . 

.<*-/  . 
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